Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



6000651828 




NOVELS BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

NEW ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITIONS. 

Price &s. eachy with Frontispieces by Gborgb Du Maurier 

and Sir John Gilbert, and several full-page 

Illustrations in each Volume. 



The WOMAN in WHITE. 
ANTONINA;or, TbeFaU 

of Rome. 

BASIL. 

HIDE and SEEK ; or, 
The Mystery of Mary Grice. 

The DEAD SECRET. 
TheQUEENofHEARTS. 



The MOONSTONE. 
MAN and WIFE. 
POOR MISS FINCH. 
MISS or MRS. ? 
The NEW MAGDALEN. 
The FROZEN DEEP. 
MY MISCELLANIES. 



Also, 

The LAW and the LADY. A Novel. 3 vols, crown 
8vo. 31J. 6d. 

CHATTO ft WINDUS, 74 & 75 PICCADILLY, W. 



I 



NUMBER SEVENTEEN 



LONDON : PRINTED BY 

SPOTTISWOODE AND CO., NEW- STREET SQUARE 

AND PARLIAMENT STREET 




NUMBEE SEVENTEEN 



HENET KINGSLEY 




m TWO VOLUMES 

¥0L. n. 



bonbon 
CHATTO AND WINDUS, PICCADIL],Y 

18?5 



CSI . Ir . 



CONTENTS 



OP 



THE SECOND VOLUME. 



CHAPTER PA6B 

I. Dbummond and Carlina . . . 1 

II. LoED Festhteog makes his Revelation . 9 

III. Mart Abnatjd's" greatest Trial . . 26 

IV. George Drtjmmond*s Temptation . . . 36 
V. A Disaster 60 

VI. Barri's Return . * 64 

Vn. The Vanity op Human Wishes . . 80 

VIII. Lord Festiniog and Olottlde . . . 109 

IX. The Catastrophe 114 

X. Am Rhein 121 

XI. The End op James Drummond's Scheme . 146 



vi CONTENTS. 

CHjUTBK ^ PAGE 

XII. Lord F£biiniog*8 Confession . . 152 

XIII. A SuBPBisE FROM Madam-r Mantai*ent . 162 

XIV. Lord Fb3Tiniog*s Oourtship . . 171 

XV. Madame Mantalent gobs on the War 

Trail 186 

XVI. What Madame Mantalent did with her 

Watch 198 

XVII. Madame Mantalent defeats England 

AND Prussia 206 

XVIII. One small Flame goes out . . 221 

XIX. Tempted once too often . . 229 

XX. Conclusion 236 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 



CHAPTEE I. 

DRUMMOND AND CARLINA. 

The door had scarcely closed upon her, when 
the smilmg lawyer, Drummond, began walk- 
ing up and down the room, more like a 
lunatic than the extremely keen, cold-blooded 
man he was. The butler came in and asked 
if he should clear away. Drummond swore 
at him and ordered him away. The butler 
went downstairs and swore to the footman, 
not at him. The butler swore that there 
was not a better master in England [than 
Mr. Drummond, and the footman agreed. 
For Drummond, with all his villanies, was a 
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very kind man. He used to tell a most 
intimate acquaintance that he could not bear 
the sight of sin or sorrow. He committed a 
vast deal of the one, and saw much of the 
other. 

What was he to do now ? — that was the 
question before him. His aim in life had 
been to marry Mrs. Arnaud. He had risked 
his liberty for that ; he had become a criminal 
for that ; now the chance, as he thought, had 
come, and 'he dared not act. If he told her 
the truth, she would repudiate him : if he 
withheld the truth, what chance had he? 
She might, at any moment, say that he had 
continued to deceive her after her confidence 
with him ; and he would be as far away from 
her as ever. 

He sat back in his chair, and thought. 
He was a man eternally thinking and never 
acting. The time had come for him to act, 
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and to act in the most decisive manner, and 
yet he could not. 

A lie, nay more, a felony had been on 
his mind for nearly twenty years. That 
fact had made him drink at night, and go to 
sleep forgettiQg the matter. But if a man 
drinks at night he is crapulous in the morn- 
ing, and so Drummond always woke with a 
nightmare more ghastly than any which 
came to him in his dreams. 

He wanted to marry Mrs. Arnaud. 
Why? That is beyond our power to tell. 
There was nothing very particular about 
Mrs. Arnaud. We know her well, but she 
has nothing about her to make a man desire 
to marry her. She is a fine showy woman 
with every possible good quahty, save that 
of consistent truthfulness. But the man 
who desired, or desires, to marry Mrs. 
Arnaud, was, or is, a thoughtless man. 

B 2 
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Consequently, James Dnimmond was a 
thoughtless man. 

She would have made him a good wife. 
Certainly, but for how long? She would 
have cured him of all evil habits, such as 
that of drinking, but again, for how long? 
It is impossible to say, because she never 
married him. We will return to him as he 
sat after she had left him : — ^begging pardon 
for the digression. 

When he looked up, Mrs. Arnaud was 
not in the chair before him. Silently, 
another woman had come into the room, 
and was sitting before him. 

' Is that you, Carlina ? ' he said. 

* I suppose that I am one of the most 
unmistakeable people in the world, and this 
is I,' she rephed. 

Most unmistakeable, assuredly. A hand- 
some, very splendid woman. She had a 
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shawl over her head, which made her face 
look more square and resolute than it would 
have looked had the vast mass of her coarse 
hair been freely falling about her shoulders, 
as was usually the case. 

*Have you come here to plague me?' 
said Drummond. 

' Yes,' said the woman, Carlina. * I sup- 
pose you do not love me ? ' 

'No.' 

' You love that woman, still, I fear ? ' 

' Yes.' 

'What are you going to do about the 
matter ? I will never hurt you, you know ; 
but what will you do ? ' 

'Carlina, shall I tell her the truth? 
Should I win her by that way ? ' 

' I cannot tell you. What, on earth, is 
in the woman? I have seen her, and I 
cannot see anything in her. Well, come 
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Dnimmond, I will tell you what I am going 

to do with you. I am going to tell the truth.' 

' You woidd not do such a thing as that ? ' 

* I don't know/ said Carlina. ' It might 
be worth my while to do so. I might make 
terms with Lord Festuiiog.' 

* That would be sheer treachery,' said 
Drummond. 

*How have 1 been treated, Drummond? 
I a^sk you, how ? ' said CarUna. ' Man, 
t.hon> are things which you and I dare not 
tulk of, ovon to one another. One thing, 
and one thuig only, is in common between 
\18, and that is tlie lUvenna business.' 

* No one knows anything more about 
that thau wo do,' s;ud Drummond. 

* I Ix^ yi>ur jxuxlon,' said Ou*Una. ' The 
whole matter is known perfectly well at 
Kavonna. I can assure you of that fact. 
In Itah\ |x\>iilo i^ui know ;U5 nmoli or as 
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little as they like. A scandal like that 
cannot be hidden.' 

'But, woman, George is going to 
Eavenna. Old Festiniog has told me so to- 
day; I do not know if the boy is going: 
George goes. 

' To dig himself up .^ ' said Carlina. 

James Dnunmond was not beyond a 
joke yet. He repUed : — 

' No, to lay a wreath on his own grave. 
Mary has asked him to do so. Lord Festi- 
niog, as I said, told me so to-day.' 

'The farce might get into a tragedy,' 
said Carlina. ' Come, take my advice, and 
make a clear breast of it. What can you 
possibly gain by keeping the secret ? ' 

' Power over Mary ! ' 

' That is to be thought of,' said Carlina. 
' I would not pay this price for any man in 
the world that you are paying for that 
woman/ 
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' Women cannot love/ said Drummond. 

' Oh, indeed ! ' said Carlina. * WeU, I 
go to another point, you have no power over 
this woman, none on earth. Knowing what 
we know, Barri always stands between you 
and any power over her.' 

* Eemove Barri.' 

' He is in Italy, certainly,' said Carlina, 
' but, even there, miu-der is expensive and 
dangerous. The removal of Barri is non- 
sense. Why cannot you be quiet over the 
matter, at least for a time ? I am puzzled 
myself ; if you tell the truth she might hate 
you ; and if you lied and she found out the 
truth afterwards, she would hate you still 
more. One way or another, I don't think 
that she will ever marry you.' 

^No?' 

* Certainly not.' 
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CHAPTEE n. 

LORD FESTINIOG MAKES HIS REVELATION. 

Although Lady Ehyader and Lord Festiniog, 
had many polite quarrels, they liked one 
another as well as relations generally do. 
Li France, as far as we have observed,' 
relations and connections are very scru- 
pulously polite to one another ; in oiu: dear 
little island, relations, particularly if they 
are rehgious, find it necessary to do their 
duty by being rude, and saying things 
which no one else would dare to say. That 
is all for the best, no doubt, although the 
people in Massachusetts and Vermont do 
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not think so. To avoid being led into an 
essay on the matter, we merely come back 
to the simple fact that Lord Festiniog and 
Lady Ehyader quarrelled continually, but 
liked one another tolerably well. 

They discussed matters very much. 
She was not a bad tempered woman, but 
she thought it her duty to be always in mild 
opposition to the ruling power, whether that 
power was represented by her husband or' 
her father-in-law. Her belief was that 
Ehyader was the wisest of human beings, but 
that he never must be allowed to find it out : 
consequently they nagged at one another 
continually. The theory which she ad- 
vanced to her father-in-law and the world 
was that he was a fool, who would be 
nothing without her. She had a profound 
belief in Lord Festiniog, though she would 
have died sooner than tell him so. She was 
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an excellent little lady, but was totally un- 
equal to a crisis. 

One came, and she never put the 
matter before her husband ; for although she 
would fight him at times on small matters, 
yet she was, at heart, afraid of him. She 
took it straight to Lord Festiniog. Possibly 
it was the best thing she could have done, 
for he was in possession of more facts than 
Lord Ehyader. 

Lord Festiniog was at breakfast one 
morning, with his ' Times,' enjoying himself 
thoroughly, when his valet threw open the 
door and announced Lady Ehyader. 

'My dear soul,' said Lord Festiniog, 
sitting carefully on his chair, and not 

moving, ' What the what, on earth, is 

the matter ? ' 

'My boy,' said Lady Ehyader, sinking 
into a chair. 
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'What! Barri?' 
' Yes.' 

* What has he been doing ? ' 

* Get up and take this letter from me.* 

' I can't. Why do you come bursting 
into my dressing room Uke a lunatic ? Bring 
it to me.* 

Lady Ehyader rammed a letter down 
before him, retired to her chair, and burst 
into tears. 

She thought that he would be impressed 
with the letter. He did not appear to be so, 
at all. This, he said, is part of the nonsense 
which I have heard before.' 

' Do you believe in it .'^ ' said Lady Ehy- 
ader. 

' Partially,' said Lord Festiniog. * Have 
you told Ehyader about it ? ' 

'No.' 

'That is a pity,' said Lord Festiniog. 
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* Would you mind going away ? — because 
the fact is that I intend to walk through the 
whole of this busmess with a high hand, and 
I have not got my trousers on. The boy 
Barri shall be safe : no one shall touch hun/ 

' But, Lord Festiniog, do you believe this ? 
Is it possible that the woman's words can be 
true?' 

' I can't tell you,' said Lord Festiniog. 
James Drummond has lied to me more than 
once, and may have Ued now. The woman 
does not seem to have lied. And, all said 
and done, Anne, what, in the name of confu- 
sion, does it matter? What can possibly 
befall Barri ? ' 

'He is going to Eavenna with George 
Drummond.' 

'Well, I wish he would go anywhere 
else ' said Lord Festiniog, it is a most un- 
healthy place.' 
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'Triily, and if he finds out the truth 
which this woman says is perfectly well 
known there, what a safe nurse he would 
be for the boy.' 

' Nonsense, nonsense, Anne, you would 
never suspect him ? 

' What did you know of him before you 
entrusted my son to his care ? ' 

' I don't know very much of him,' said 
Lord Festmiog. 

' Any one is good enough for Barri, I 
suppose,' she replied, angrily, ' his father is 
a dear saint according to this woman ; is he 
not? His virtues may be hereditary.' 

' I cannot distrust him.' 

' Of course not,' she said, scornfully. 

' Now go away, he said, let me dress, and 
I will see all about it. Meanwhile I will 
telegraph to stop them going near the place. 
I will do everything which can be done, but 
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you must let me do it in my own way. 
Now, go and tell Ehyader, you ought to 
have told him first.' 

'She went, and Lord Festiniog dressed 
hastily, and ordered his carriage. His valet 
noticed that he was extremely distiu:bed ; he 
drove to the nearest telegraph office, and 
was there for a short time ; he had sent a 
message to Eome, requiring George Drum- 
mond not to approach Eavenna, for that it 
was most unhealthy in the autmnn ; he was 
however too late here, though he did not 
know it: then he got into his carriage 
again and told the coachman to drive to 
Eavenna. 

' To where my lord ? ' 

' To Eavenna — I mean, to No. 17.' 

' In which street, my lord.' 

' Fool, are there two number seventeens 
in the world? There is but one, that in 



i6 NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 

Hartley Street, and I wish that it had been 
burnt down before I saw it.' 

All this temper and haste had entirely 
disappeared before he got there. Like a 
perfect gentleman, as he was, he apologised 
to his coachman, when he got out, for caUing 
him a fool. He knocked at the private 
door, and was admitted by Eachel. 

' Is your mistress at home ? ' he said. 

*Yes, but Mr. Drummond is with her 
in the back parlour.' 

He at once went out and told his coach- 
man to drive into the square and wait for 
him, and then, putting a sovereign into 
Eachel's hand, he bade her silently show 
him upstairs into Mrs. Amaud's private 
apartments. 

Eachel was one of those extremely 
honest and crusty people, so much admired 
for their frankness, who could have risked 
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lier soul for a couple of pounds ; more dan- 
gerous humbugs do not exist; that sainted 
piece of virtue slipped Lord Festiniog past 
the parlour door and up the staircase with 
the speed and dexterity of an experienced 
Spanish duenna. 

When Mrs. Arnaud came up after her 
interview with Drummond, she started to 
find Lord Festiniog there, standing before 
the fire. 

' How on earth did you get here ? ' 

' I bribed your servant with a sovereign. 
Keep that woman, she is simply worth her 
weight in gold.' 

' I have a good mind to send her to the 
right-about.' 

'Don't do that,' said Lord Festiniog. 
'Never part with servants who will tell 
everything they know for money, they are 
invaluable. I cannot get them. That 

VOL. II. c 
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woman might be useful. Now sit down to 
the most important conversation you ever 
had in your life. To begin with, what has 
Drummond been saying to you ^ ' 

' That is a very long story to tell, and I 
am loth to begin it ; still more loth to end it, 
because the end will lower me in yoiu* esti- 
mation. I will tell it to you if you like, 
for you have always been kind to me. The 
man has always loved me from the first, but 
I have never cared for him. I never abso- 
lutely disliked him, or we should not have 
been so intimate. He was very good to me 
abroad, and afterwards I thought him to be 
a villain, who was paying attention to me 
when he was married to another. Such, I 
now find, is not the case. Well, he has 
been renewing his suit to me.' 

* With what success ? It seems strange 
tliat ho should do so after so many refusals/ 
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' Well, your family affairs are the cause 
of it. I felt ])ositively certain that he knew, 
or could find out something, about these 
extraordinary letters threatening Barri's life. 
I wished to get at the truth, and I lied to do 
it. Now, you will never speak to me any 
more ? ' 

' Don't talk nonsense, Mary. How did 
you lie ? ' 

' Not at all in words, but I gave him to 
think that if he could find the matter out 
for me, I would look more favourably on 
him. I never meant to do so, but I wanted 
to get the secret irom him.' 

' Have you done so ? ' 

'No. I cannot get him to speak; he 
will not without a decided written promise 
from me.' 

' Which you have not given ? ' 

c2 
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' How could I, with the memory of Iltyd 
in my heart ? ' 

' Oh ! please never mind Htyd ; he was 
undoubtedly a saint; when did you ever 
hear me say to the contrary ? He was my 
son ; and I have always stuck by my family, 
and paid their debts. Gervase might be 
fifty times the ass he is, but I would stick by 
him all the same; Iltyd, however, is dead 
and buried, try to forget him just now, or at 
least, don't Balmoralise over him.' 

' I will not, then. Drummond has said 
that he will put me in a position I never 
dreamt of assuming if I would give him the 
promise of my hand.' 

' What more has he told you ? ' 

'Nothing. I have had such a terrible 
scene with him. Lord Festiniog. He drinks, 
at times, but just now he is mad.' 
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'He has not let out the truth to you, 
then ? ' 

' I can't say, I do not know what the 
truth is. The matter lies in a nutshell ; he 
wants to marry me ; I will not marry him, 
and he holds some secret.' 

' I have found it out, Mary.' 

' Thank God, then, I have nothing more 
to do with it.' 

' I fear that you have, Mary,' said Lord 
Festiniog. 'Can you cast your mind back 
to the time when you were at Eavenna ? ' 

' Yes. I do not see any difficulty in 
doing that : I have told you of those times 
before.' 

' Once again, go through the facts.' 

' Well ! I went to Eavenna with Carlina. 
I had my child with me. I fell ill there. I 
recovered ; and the child died, while I was 
delirious.' 
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' Drummond was with you ? ' 

' Drummond was with me at first ; but 
it was Cariina who told me of my child's 
death ; then, the doctor confirmed her.' 

' Now, Mary, Usten to me, and keep your 
head. Your child never died at all.' 

' But I saw his poor little grave.' 

' But he did not die, for all that.' 

' When did he die then ? ' said Mrs. 
Arnaud, very quietly but rather — ^well — dan- 
gerously. 

' He is not dead at all,' said Lord 
Festiniog : ' that is Drummond's great secret, 
and I have discovered it.' 

Mrs. Arnaud burst out laughing. 

'My lord,' she said, 'you are perfectly 
wrong. My poor boy is dead enough.' 

' I think that I can prove the contrary,' 
said Lord Festiniog. ' I feel sure of it. I 
have had an interview with Lady Ehyader, 



I 



NUMBER SEVENTEEN, 23 

this morning, who knows what, I think, is 
the truth, and who is in a state of mind 
about it ; — ^she always is in a state of mind, 
you know — but, previous to her coming, I 
had an ahnost overwhehning amount of 
authority in my hands. I have deceived 
her, but I will not deceive you. Your child 
never died at all.' 

' Then if you allow that, and also allow 
my marriage, my son would succeed after 
Barri's removal.' 

« 

' Certainly. James Drummond knows 
it, and has traded on the fact. You can see 
that now ? ' 

' Perfectly, my lord.' 

' Do you remember George Drummond ? ' 

' My lodger, why not ? ' 

' Did you Uke him ? ' 

'Yes, siurely. He was very kind to me 
the first night I came here. He was in that 
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miserable mistake about Heloise, and 
suffered for it. I took rather a fancy for 
him/ 

* Mary, that young man is yoiu* son.' 
There was a dead silence, scarce broken 
by the passing carriages in the street. She 
sat with her head bent over the fire, without 
saying a word. Lord Festiniog rose quietly 
and withdrew, putting a packet of letters in 
her hand. When he was gone, she read 
them. 
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CHAPTER III. 



MARY ARNAUD'S GREATEST TRIAL. 



They were simply the letters of the woman 
Carlina, the ex-mistress of Drummond, 
who had, in a fit of combined jealousy and 
avarice, put the whole of the facts before 
Lord Festiniog, and part of them before 
Lady Ehyader. Nothing did that excellent 
woman ever write to Gervase. She knew 
that he would never believe a word of it, 
true as it was. She was a countrywoman of 
Catherine de Medici, and knew perfectly 
well what she was doing. 

The facts were most simple : we see, in 
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this excellently ordered country of ours, 
stranger things every day. Drummond 
wished Mrs. Amaud to be left alone in the 
world, and to be dependent on him. He had 
her child removed. Italy is no better than 
our unimpeachable England, and no worse. 
He paid freely, and the child was taken from 
her. 

CarUna was his agent, but she nearly 
went too &r. He had offered her a large 
reward to do the thing for him. Knowing 
the certainty of her falling ill at Eavenna, at 
a certain time of the year, CarUna had per- 
suaded her to go there. She succeeded 
perfectly. 

But she was not a woman in the least 
degree likely to leave herself without wit- 
nesses. More people than she, in Eavenna, 
knew what had been done ; in fact, the 
matter was so notorious, that she had to 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 27 

divide the money which she got from 
Drummond amongst those who were in the 
secret. She always, however, gave Drmn- 
mond the idea that she was the sole reposi- 
tory of the secret. 

It was only when the people, Uttle better 
than banditti, whom she had employed, got 
too pressing for, her pocket, that she came to 
London. Drummond had supplied her with 
money liberally, but she was getting middle- 
aged, and the continual calls on her worried 
her. She came to England with Drummond's 
money, and used it for the purpose of seeing 
if she could make a better bargain with 
Lord Festiniog. It seemed hopeless until 
she found that Drummond, with whom she 
renewed her acquaintance, was actually 
thinking of finding agents to remove Barri. 

Drummond not only loved the mother, 
but he loved the son. The boy George 
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Drummond had been adopted by him, and 
he, having no children, had taken to the boy. 
No boy in England had a more affectionate 
father than George Drummond had in his 
present father, James Drmnmond. 

He had it in his power to make the boy 
a possible earl, and at the same time he had 
it in his power to lay an overwhelming load 
of obligations on Mrs. Arnaud. In the last 
interview with her he had hinted very 
strongly on the latter point, and asked her 
to give him a promise of marriage on his 
parting with a secret which would make her 
the proudest and happiest woman in Eng- 
land, or leave her a melancholy and wretched 
woman, of doubtful position, for the re- 
mainder of her days. 

She had been playing with him, and she 
saw on what terribly dangerous ground she 
had been walking ; not one word had she 
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got out of him about the threats to Barri : he 
only reiterated that he could discover every- 
thing about the matter, if she made him the 
promise. She ended her trial and his by 
saying coolly, but with extreme terror, with 
her hand on the door : — 

' James Drummond, I have made up my 
*ftltid at once and for ever. Sooner than 
marry you I would be found dead some 
cold morning in the casual ward of the 
worst workhouse in the City of London.' 

' You distinctly encouraged me the other 
day ' he said, hoarsely yet almost inaudibly. 

'For that forgive me, James. I have 
made my ultimate resolution now. If you 
could make me a duchess, nothing would 
alter it. I am going, and, so, good bye.' 

' Then, I must serve you in spite ol 
yourself: will you shake hands with me 
before I go ? ' 
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Her heart melted to him suddenly ; she 
came back sobbing, and said : ' God bless 
you, James Drummond, for your kindness in 
old times. May God save you from all evil.' 

' God ! ' he said, taking her hand, ' why 
do not you do it yourself? ' 

She broke from him, and went upstairs 
to find the whole mystery cleared up by 
Lord Festiniog. The man who had been 
her suitor for twenty-five years, to whom 
she had just been kind in a moment of 
pity : this man had inflicted on her the most 
ghastly injury which man could inflict on 
woman. He had kept his vile secret in his 
heart, to use against her, all these years ; he 
had seen her bitter sorrow for her pretty 
child, and had never relented ; he had pro- 
fessed love to her a hundred times ; but, now, 
she saw what kind of love he meant, and 
cursed her beauty when she thought of it. 
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She had no pity on the man, of any sort 
or kind, but a most furious hatred ; she felt 
as though she could have held the hand 
which had just clasped his, in the fire. To 
torture her for all these years ! to let her 
kneel on an empty grave, and offer up the 
purest prayers which ever flowed from 
human heart ! She had prayed on the grave 
at Eavenna, that when she met Iltyd, puri- 
fied and ennobled in heaven, her dead child 
might be with him in the form of a cherub, 
and that the three might pass into heaven 
together sanctified. All this, which had 
been the sentiment of her hfe, was made 
foohsh, idle, almost absurd, by the selfish 
lust of a scoundrel. 

Her throat was parched, and her hands 
were clenched, when she thought of what 
this man had done to her. More awful 
things came into her head. God had heard 
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her fruitless prayers for her dead child, and 
had made no sign. 

It would have been a bad thing for Mr. 
James Drummond had he come near No. 
17 that night. He could never justify him- 
self; his accomplice, CarUna, had noticed 
that a certain habit had greatly increased 
upon him lately, and thought that his life 
was not to be depended on. After his 
death, she would be completely ruined. She, 
therefore, like a keen Italian woman, just 
threw herself into the hands of Lord Fes- 
tiniog, stated her case completely, of course, 
sparing herself as much as possible, and 
offered to go to Eavenna to prove it further, 
which she could easily do. 

There was no doubt about the matter, as 
Mrs. Arnaud read through the letters which 
Lord Festiniog had left with her. He 
seemed satisfied that there was a strong 
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primd facie case, and had the woman in 
hand. She, at once, knew it to be true. A 
hundred acts and hints of Drummond's, a 
hundred circumstances after her recovery- 
came crowding on her, and made the matter 
certain for her which might still be doubtful 
for others. 

Yes, that wretch had violated all that 
was most tender in her nature, and what 
had she got in return ? Even that had not 
been given to her by him, but by the partner 
of his crime. What had she in place of her 
beautiful child ? — ' George Drummond.' 

* What,' she said in her first burst of 
anger, ' was he to her ? ' Was there any 
resemblance in him to Iltyd ? She had not 
seen him enough to judge, and yet she 
began to see resemblances in voice, features, 
and manners. She went to her desk and 
took out the portraits of her husband and 
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lier lost child, and sat before the fire to com- 
|)are them to George Drummoud. 

It grew late and dark, but she sat, still, 
brooding over the tire, with the two pictures 
before her. She tried to pray, once or twice, 
but she could not- God had allowed her to 
make fruitless prayers over her dead child, 
and liad made no sign that he was hving. 
The religion which had served her so well, 
through so many troubles, was suddenly 
swept away. Mrs. Arnaud went to bed that 
night, a lonely and desperate woman. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

GEORGE DRUMMOND's TEMPTATION. 

From London to Antwerp, from Antwerp to 

Brussels, from Brussels to JSTamur, from 

Namur to Luxemburg, went George Drum- 

mond and Barri. Never were two such 

hearty companions in this world. Barri was, 

or seemed to be, in paradise. On only one 

subject was George at all disagreeable: he 

insisted on Barri speaking French every horn* 

of the day before dinner. After dinner 

Barri might speak English, but before they 

had gone very far on their joiurney. Master 

Barri foimd French trip so lightly on his 

d2 
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tongue that he preferred it, because he was 
proud of it : his French was by no means 
bad, and he had some right to be so. Find- 
ing at Strasbourg that German was neces- 
sary, he began studying that language, but 
made little progress in it. 

Basle : — the boy complained of Basle as 
being uncivilised : but then, by a divergence 
they made to Interlachen, he began to think 
more about Switzerland. Then, they passed 
the mountains by the St. Bernard, and 
saw the monks and the dogs ; then, they 
passed on into Italy, until they came to 
Eome. 

George Drummond at first had Kked 
Barri as he might have liked half a hundred 
other boys, though, as a rule, he objected to 
the general run of boys, as mistakes. Barri, 
however, gained on him. The boy was 
shrewd, and would not only accept and 
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understand a fact, but would generalise on 
it. Not always wisely, perhaps, but wisely 
enough to render an argument necessary, in 
which case his cousin, unknown as yet as his 
cousin, got the best, from superior know- 
ledge and, possibly, superior intellect. 

At last there came confidence between 
them. They were lying together in the 
ruins of the Cohseum, when Barri said : 

' George, I wish you would confide in 
me.' 

' About what ? ' said George Drum- 
mond. 

' About Heloise, of course. I know all 
the trouble you had about her. Why do 
men like you care so much about women? 
I did not care much for her.' 

' You cannot understand these things, 
child,' said George Drummond. 

' No, but I could speak to you about 
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them when you were sorry. May I ? For 
you have been so very kind to me. 

' My poor little Barri/ said George 
Drummond, 'you may talk as long as you 
please about Heloise. I have entirely got 
over that attachment. I loved her very 
much for a time, and I think that she made 
a fool of me. But she is far less to me than 
you are.' 

* 

' That is odd/ said Barri. 

'Not at all,' said George Drummond. 
' I have always thought that I should like to 
form a mind. Ever since I read Plato, I 
have thought of what the perfect prince or 
president should be. You are pure and 
clever, why should you not form yourself, 
young as you are, for the splendid position 
which you will ultimately occupy ? Boy, if 
you did so, you might be prime minister of 
England. Do not speak any more to me 



% 



NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 39 

about Heloise or any such people. I am 
carving my .way in the world with desires 
and ambition before me, of which you can- 
not, as yet, dream. Your grandfather is no 
one ; your father is a fool ; you may do 
something yet. I would to God I was in 
your place.' 

' I thought that you were still in love,' 
said Barri. 

'That's all gone, my boy. I want a 
career. I have more than your ability : I 
want your prestige. You will be Lord 
Festiniog ultimately. It is doubtful whether 
I shall ever be in Parliament at all.' 

* But you will be rich, George.' 

* Eich. Yes, unless my father makes 
some fiasco. Suppose he was to die to- 
morrow and leave me unprovided for ; sup- 
pose he was to leave his money — Maxima 
debetis — elsewhere, where should I be? T 
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don't know what to do, Barri. I am utterly 
sick of the world.' 

* Then, come to church,' said Barri. 

' I suppose that is the best thing,' said 
George Drummond. * We'll go together.' 

It was their first day at Eome, and 
Barri had seen nothing as yet. Holding 
tight by George Drummond, he passed 
through vast crowds, keeping on his feet as 
well as he could. It was an angry crowd, and 
they gesticulated at one another, but let 
them pass. The crowd grew thinner, and 
Barri found himself beside George Drum- 
mond in a vast building, with circular arches 
and domes which seemed to whirl above 
liis liead. There was a height before them 
of marble steps, down which streamed a 
crowd of singularly dressed people, some in 
brown, some in white, some in violet ; near 
to the summit of the eminence which he 
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saw, were groups of men in scarlet ; before 
and below them went up a cloud of incense. 
Suddenly, an old gentleman in white came 
forward, and bowmg, raised his hands. 
Barri was puzzled ; it was the most awfiil 
and splendid thing which he had ever seen. 

* Where are we, George ? ' he asked. 

' In St. Peter's/ 

' Who is the old man ? ' 

'The Pope.' 

So, from town to town, they went on idly. 
Lord Festiniog's telegram had missed them, 
and they were free to go where they would. 
They went to Naples, and it was there that 
George bethought himself of his promise to 
go to Eavenna and do what Mrs. Arnaud 
had asked of him. 

Eavenna is a most abominable hole ; — 
one of the most fever-stricken places in 
Italy — ^but he did not know that. He and 
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Barri arrived there to find the Florence 
telegram sent on, forbidding him to go 
there. He telegraphed back to say that 
they had come there. Eight hours after, he 
received a telegram from Lord Festiniog, 
ordering him to send Barri back to Eome, 
but to stay there himself until he received 
loUers. He telegraphed back to say that 
Barri was ill, and that he disliked to move 
liim ; still, he made an effort to do so, but 
found that the boy was too unwell to travel. 

13arri was, undoubtedly, very ill. He had 
Mediterranean fever. ' A matter,' said the 
most excellent doctor, ' which time alone can 
remedy, Mr. Drummond. You are, I 
think, the now celebrated Mr. Drummond, 
of whom the lady, Carlina, forsooth, has 
written to me ! ' 

* I am at a loss to understand what you 
mean, doctor.* 



\ 



NUMBER SEVENTEEN, 43 

' It will be, I suppose, in the Courts of 
Law ; so, why need we avoid speaking of it ? 
It is a simple thing, and often happens here, 
as, probably, in respectable England. 
Madame Arnaud came here with her child. 
Drummond also came here with Mrs. 
Amaud. He desired that her child should 
be taken from her. He was legal adviser of 
Lord — the English names are droll.' 

' Festiniog ? ' 

'Exactly. Well, why more? CarUna 
and her relations did the matter for Drum- 
mond, and was, no doubt, paid. Her 
family assisted her; she has now tele- 
graphed to her family to tell the whole truth 
about the matter. They will probably do 
§0, if they are paid. I have known it for 
years ; but what business could it be of mine? 
It remains, beyond doubt, that you are the 
cousin of this boy.* 
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' I cannot believe it.' 

* Well, that is your affair. Half Bavenna 
will swear to it. The lawyer, Drummond, 
managed the business, and he wUl have to 
manage very dexterously to get out of the 
difficidty. The woman, Carlina, has paid her 
relations to keep this thing quiet ; now, she 
has sent a message to say that she has made 
another bargain, and that the truth is to be 
told. You have, as far as I understand, only 
this boy between you and a vast fortune.' 

* I will accept that as truth,' said George 
Drummond. ' Is the boy very ill ? ' 

' He might live, or, with care, might die ! ' 

* And no one the wiser, doctor ? ' 
*No.' 

'How well you speak EngUshl' said 
George Drummond. 

' I have practised much in Eome,' said 
the doctor. 
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* What should be done with him, if you 
wished him to Uve?* said George Drum- 
mond. 

* He should be kept warm, he should 
have some one in bed with him. That is 
our practice/ 

* And if you wanted him to die ? ' 

' Well, if he is kept low and cold, a 
boy of that age would die. If you want to 
keep him alive, give him beef-tea and 
stimulants every four hours. If you want 
him to die, leave him alone. That is all I 
have to say. But I warn you, Mr. Drum- 
mond, that it is a very dangerous thing to 
go very near him and take his breath. Our 
fever is most distinctly contagious.* 

* But, under the circumstances which you 
mention, the boy may Uve ? ' 

* Undoubtedly. I will call to-morrow 
morning.* And so, the doctor went away. 
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The object of the death of Barri was 
now fully understood by George Drummond. 
He was next in succession. Lord Festiniog 
was too old to marry. Lady Ehyader could 
never have any more children, and he would 
be an Earl with 50,000/. a year. It was time 
for him to act in the matter. 

He went to Barri's bedside. The boy 
was getting dehrious, and his breath came 
hot, foul, and poisonous. He propped his 
head up and wiped his lips. The doctor 
had said that he was to have port wine and 
beef — ^where were they to be got? Not 
even at the British Consul's, at that hour. 

But there was brandy and some portable 
soup which they had bought on their 
travels. He made a mixture of these things, 
and got the boy to swallow them. Then, he 
turned the silly old crone who was watch- 
ing the boy, out of the room, telling her that 
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he was going to sleep with him. She went, 
saying that he was going to his death-bed. 
She had never learnt the magnificence of 
duty. In what school could she possibly 
have been taught it? 

The boy turned, sometimes, in the night, 
with his foetid breath hot on George's cheek : 
he asked always for drink, and George got 
up and gave it to him, though one act of 
neglect on his part might have given him all 
that he desired in this world. 

Mrs. Arnaud who scarcely cared for him. 
Lord Festiniog who scarcely liked him, Lord 
Khyader who did not care to think about 
him, would have held different opinions 
about him, had they seen his patient love for 
the boy who stood between him and all his 
earthly ambition, through the next three 
days. The only man who really loved him, 
the only man who would have understood 
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him, the only man who ever knew him at 
his best, was tlie poor, ruined, maddened 
attorney, Drummond, whom he had so long 
believed to be his fatlier. 

On the morning of the second day, he 
made enquiries, about Eavenna, as to the 
circumstances made known to him by the 
doctor. There was no doubt about them. 
The good folks of Eavenna laughed when 
they were spoken to on the subject. On the 
third day he got a letter from Lord Festiniog, 
saying that he was primd facie satisfied, and 
commending Barri to his care. 

So, the poor wearied head of Barri rolled 
about upon the pillow, and George Drum- 
mond watched it, as though it was the most 
precious thing to him in the world. One 
single act of neglect would have put him in 
a splendid position, and given him every- 
thing which the world could give. 
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But George Drummond was a better 
nurse to the boy than could have been got 
for money. Why? Simply, because he 
loved the boy better than he did himself: 
and because, prig as he was, he loved his 
duty better than either. 



VOL. II. E 



so NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 



CHAPTEK V. 



A DISASTER. 



Br degrees, his charge recovered, and George 
gladly obeyed orders from home to retumi 
The time selected was long past the equinox, 
and it seemed hard to go from the bright 
Italian sky into the darkness of London. 
They went again to Eome, and, by medical 
advice, stayed there a short time, and saw 
the Pope again: which was, at once, a 
mystery and a delight to Barri, George 
was a Protestant, and tried to teach the boy 
that the present Pope, though the most 
amiable of mankind, was, personally and 
authoritatively, the enemy of all that was 
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good. It was no use at all, the traditions 
of his family were too strong ; his ancestor 
De Barri, Giraldus Cambrensis, had admired 
the Popes of those times, why should not he 
admire the Pope of these times? George 
had no answer to his yQung charge, and 
they got on very admirably until they came 
wandering to Leghorn. 

Here, Barri was slightly ill again, and 
George got alarmed about him. He sent for 
the famous English doctor there, and con- 
sulted him. 

The doctor said that Barri had a slight 

I 

relapse, and ought to be kept perfectly quiet 
with as little motion as possible. 

' But,' said George, ' I am his tutor, and 
I am ordered to bring him home ; the boy is 
heir to a large estate, and I dare not show 
my face in England if anything happened to 
him.' 

£ 2 
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' I should not take him over the Alps/ 
said the doctor. 'Does he mind the 
sea?' 

* Not at all' 

* Then, take him romid by steamer, and 
let him get the fresh air : it would be the 
best thing in the world for the boy.' 

* There is no danger at this time of the 
year ? ' said George. 

' Good heavens ! my dear sir, we are not 
in the North sea. We never have our 
ships lost, even in the Bay of Biscay. No, 
take your pupil round by sea by all means. 
But I see that you are in difficulty ; who is 
your patron ? ' 

' Lord Festiniog.' 

* He is head of the family still, eh ? ' 
' Yes, and likely to remain so.' 

'Well, then,' said the doctor, 'I will 
write to him and tell him, that you, as tutor, 
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did not recommend the course, but that it 
was done on my authority.* 

* I shall be much obliged to you/ said 
Gteorge, and the Doctor wrote. 

' My Lord, — I have ordered, on my 
professional responsibility, that Mr. Barri 
Arnaud, the hope of your house, should not 
cross the Alps at this late season. Mr. 
Drummond, his respectable and intelligent 
tutor, will, therefore, take him by sea from 
this place. 

' The boy requires quinine and iron ; also, 
I should let him have port wine in your 
climate, not, of course, in suflScient quantities 
to encourage a desire for stimulants, but in 
sufficient quantity. Exercise, change of 
scene, and athletics, but not objectless ones, 
are what the boy mostly wants. Expand 
his chest or he will never make an orator 
the thing, I suppose, which you desire. 
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*As for yourself, don't believe in col- 
chicum for that gout of yours. Come here, 
and I will get you up in a fortnight. 
Climate, my dear lord, climate is every- 
thing, and there is no climate in the wofid 
like Leghorn. To me it was left to discover 
this city. 

' Your Hmnble Servant, 

* George Pilgarlic, M.D.* 

' Shall I send this by post, or will you 
enclose it to Lord Festiniog?' said the 
doctor. 

'I will enclose it,' said George Drum- 
mond. 

' Good, then, here it is : I will intro- 
duce to the Captain of the Newcastle^ and 
see that you have the best berths. What is 
this I see ? My dear sir, I never take fees 
from people in Lord Festiniog's position, it 
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does not pay in tlie long run — I mean that I 
am akeady imder too deep obligations to his 
lordship. 

George Dnmimond wrote to Lord Fes- 
tiniog, and told him of the decision. He 
enclosed another letter, strangely different 
from the doctor's. 

' Sir,— As you now know the whole facts 
of your position, I can be perfectly fi'ank 
with you. When this letter is gone to you, 
1 shall show a copy of it to my lord ; not 
before Mr. Drummond has left London, and 
has gone south, with what purpose I am not 
prepared to say. I only say that two courses 
are open to you. 

'If you bring the boy Barri over the 
Alps, there is great danger to him. I should 
not do that if I were in your place. I think 
it dangerous. I know it to be dangerous. 
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I, most certainly, if I cared for his life, 
should do nothing of the kind. 

' A sea-voyage after oiu* marsh fever is 
always recommended. By avoiding the 
Alps and coming by sea from any port, you 
would save two people fronl the commission 
of a crime, yoiu-self, and Mr. Drummond. 

' Carlina Gersottl' 

George Drummond thanked God that 
the difficulty was cleared out of his way by 
the independent testimony of two people. 
He would get his cousin home, and remove 
the horrible responsibility from his shoulders. 
The boy, whose death would ennoble him, 
was getting dearer and dearer to him. 

And he saw such wondrous promise in 
the boy ; Barri had twice the intelligence 
which he had had at the same age, and only 
wanted education : that he could give, and 
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make a great man of him, as lie thought. 
' I shall see hun from afar off at first, but 
the deuce is in it if I don't make a name in 
the world too : I in one place, he in another. 
We shall make a sound in both houses 

yet.' 

So they sped away across the Mediter- 
ranean. What were his thoughts about the 
man who had been such a kind father to 
him? We cannot say. All we know of 
the man is from Barri, and to Barri he never 
mentioned Mr. Drummond or Mrs. Arnaud. 
The boy was in absolute ignorance, to the 
last, that George was his cousin. That had 
been agreed on between Lord Festiniog and 
himself: the boy was only to know after 
they came home. And so they went on their 
voyage together, Barri looking about the 
ship, and George watching him, as though 
the slightest accident would not put him in 
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a ppsition for which some men would have 
committed a crime. 

The bay was passed and they saw 
Ushant under a lurid sunset. The baro- 
meter had lowered so suddenly that the 
captain made up all his fires and headed 
apparently for America. George laughed 
to him about his coiu'se. 

* If we get beliind the Start, Mr. Drum- 
mond,' he said, * we are lucky. You are no 
sailor.' 

'Why, no,' said George Drummond, 
* will there be any danger ? ' 

* God knows,' said the captain, * the ship 
is too long and too narrow. By Jove ! see, 
there it comes.' 

The sun had scarcely sunk into the sea, 
when the western sky was as black gCS pitch. 
As sail after sail w^hich it was impossible to 
get in, was blown away, with a sound like a 
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cannon followed by a rattle of musketry, 
George Drummond stood on deck, amused 
with his good fortune in seeing a real storm 
at sea. He went down once to where Barri 
was now sleeping quietly, and looked at him. 
He had no thought of danger, but the boy 
seemed cold, and he put another coat over 
him ; then, he went on deck. 

It was piercing cold, and the engine 
room looked bright and warm. There had 
been a heavy Atlantic sea all day, necessitat- 
ing the using of the compensating gear, for 
her screw -was frequently out of water. He 
was a great friend of the engineer, and he 
stepped down, cigar in mouth, to see how 
the gear worked. He sat in the little room 
and baked himself. The engineer was not 
at all alarmed : though, as the captain had 
put her head, she was pitching heavily. 

It was beautiful to sit in the warmtli, 
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and watch the working of the compensation 
gear : as her bow dipped it spun rapidly, as 
her stern dropped it stopped slowly : they 
have better things of the kind now, but the 
original one was a splendid idea. 

Her stern was out of the water higher 
than ever, and they were nearly unseated. 
The compensation gear was spinning as hard 
as ever: it had got out of order. The 
engineer rose hurriedly, with an oath, but it 
was too late, a ripping crack went through 
the ship, hiuried feet were heard overhead, 
and the word went about that the screw 
shaft was broken. 

At once, of course, the ship was in the 
trough of the sea, a more fearfully dangerous 
engine of destruction than Mr. Victor Hugo's 
celebrated loose cannon. Every mast went 
overboard directly, at her first whip up into 
the wind. She was nothing better than 
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a floating wreck, with the sea bursting on 
board of her every moment. In ten minutes, 
the warm engine room was changed into a 
sea of stinking steam, in ten minutes more, it 
was a seething sea of black coal mud. 

George hurried to Barri at once. He 
had been thrown out of his bunk, and was 
dressing himself. He took him up to the 
cabin, and, then, he asked what was the 
matter. 

* There is danger. Will you sit here 
while I go down again ? * 

.' I will try to stand,' said Barri. 

George was scarcely away from him for 
five minutes, then, he came up with his desk, 
and wrote a few hurried words, which he 
folded up and put in the breast pocket of 
Barri's pea jacket. 

' We might part, Barri, you see,' he said. 
' Give that note to Lord Festiniog. You 
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must get ready, my boy, I hear the captain 
ordering out the boats.' 

Barri was perfectly still, but very much 
frightened. The captain came in, hurriedly, 
after a time, and said : * Mr. Drummond, I 
have lost .my ship ; I have the long boat 
out and some men in her, will you and your 
charge jump into her at once, or she will be 
stove against the side ? ' 

' Now, Barri, be firm,' said George. 
' You must leap into the boat.' And so they 
passed out of the cabin into the horrible hell 
of the tempest. 

The ship was begining to settle down. 
One boat had been got out, and she was still 
fast to the ship. George put Barri on the 
bulwarks, and told him to jump into her. 
The boy was terrified. 

A brave man might have been. The 
boat was surging, leaping, diving nearly 
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head under, in the lee of the ship, at one 
time near the side, at another an oar's length 
away. The men in her were shouting to 
those who were on the bulwarks to leap : 
few dared ; was the boy to blame ? 

' Leap yourself, Mr. Drummond,' said 
the captain ; ' the men will cut the painter 
directly, your life is more valuable than the 
boy's.' 

George Drummond had other ideas, 
though ; he took Barri in his arms, and at 
the next and last surge of the boat towards 
the ship he dropped the boy among the 
sailors at liis feet, before she swerved away 
from the ship again. The man at the bow 
cut the painter, and the boat parted from the 
ship. A great roller parted them, and they 
saw one another no more. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



BARRl's RETURN. 



Lord Ehyader received, one morning, the 
following singular telegram : 

'Brown Jones, Falmouth. Lord Ehy- 
ader, Bolton Street, Piccadilly. ' Come here 
at once. Boat " Nemesis " has been picked 
up by " Arethusa," and men landed here in 
Sailors' Home. Boy says that he is your 
son : men confirm it. Boy rather exhausted. 
Come directly.' 

Lord Ehyader had for some time dis- 
liked to do anything without his father's 
advice or knowledge. The fact was that 
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Lady Ehyader was getting a little peevish, 
and they did not get on so well together as 
they did formerly. She always, when con- 
sulted about anything, at once opposed it, 
without a moment's thought, and then 
defended her opinion through thick and 
thin, while, on the other hand, old Lord 
Festiniog always thought before he spoke, 
and then gave the best advice he could. 
Consequently he gained, without meaning it, 
a power over Ehyader which his wife had 
lost. She knew it, and was jealous of it. 
Lord and Lady Ehyader were, of course, on 
the best of terms, but it was impossible to 
deny that there was not more confidence 
between father and son, than between wife 
and husband. He, on this occasion, how- 
ever, never thought for one instant of his 
father ; with an energy of tenderness which 
he had not shown for a few years, he ran 
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into her dressing-room, and, with his arm 
round her neck, read the message to her. 

' AHce,' he said, * you must help me 
now/ 

' Gervase,' she replied, * I iim as well 
able to help you as Lord Festiniog: or, 
indeed, as Mary Arnaud. We must act 
together liere, my love, and never act apart 
any more.' 

Lord Ehyader was man enough to say 
no more : if she had been in the wrong, so 
had he. They had both been a httle too 
much absorbed in their separate selves, and 
the potential disaster united them at once. 
The truth must be told, they had never 
cared very greatly for the boy : he did not 
suit them, and they were more comfortable 
without him than with him. Now, how- 
ever, he was likely to be lost by some 
hitherto unexplained disaster, they were 
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in confidence instantly : in a confidence 
which lasted to their deaths — as far as it 
went. 

They both knew that their mutual con- 
fidence had returned. Tliey made no effort 
at an explanation, the chances would have 
been as ten to one that they would have 
quarrelled had they done so. The new, un- 
spoken reconciliation between them was so 
pleasant that neither of them desired words.' 

' We must start at once, Gervase,' she said, 
with a view of bringing in other matters. 

* At once,' he said, ringing the bell, 
which was answered before either of them 
spoke. He and she gave directions for an 
immediate and sudden journey, and they 
were alone again. She chivalrously broke 
the ice for him. 

' This is a piece of your father's work, 
Gtervase.' 

Y 2 
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' So it seems/ said Lord Ehyader. 

' Our boy Barri is sent abroad with 
George Drummond, who it seems is heir to 
the house. Do you believe it ? ' 

' Yes, darling. I think that there is 
little doubt about it. Don't attempt to 
dispute that. Drummond has confessed it, 
you know.' 

' Well, I will not dispute it. But that 
young man is suddenly taken into favour, 
and sent abroad with our boy. Who did 
that? answer me.' 

' My father.' 

'Exactly. And what do you think of 
your father now ? ' This was said with 
scorn. 

Lord Ehyader thought about his father 
as he had always done, as a good gentleman 
and a kind friend. But he saw from Lady 
Ehyader's eyes that she considered that she 
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had scored a point against him, and was too 
pohte to contradict her. He said nothing, 
but looked as if there was really nothing to 
be said in paUiation of his father. 

'Mark my words, Gervase,' she said 
solemnly, rising up to prepare for her 
journey, ' this is a plot, hatched out at No. 
17, and Mary Arnaud is in it. Your father, 
although dictatorial, is weak, and he has 
been led into it by that woman.' 

' But, my dearest AUce, I don't think ' 

'Good. When I am dead, and you 
know the truth, you will remember my 
words. I will go and get ready for my 
journey.' 

' But, Ahce, my father would not lend 
himself to anything underhand. You must 
think of that.' 

She thought of it, at once, in her usual 
way, for one second, and then enlarged upon 
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it, without exactly knowing what she was 
going to say next. ' You will find it, Ger- 
vase, exactly as I have put it to you : and if 
your father was here before me, I would tell 
him the same thing. Will you be convinced 
by one question ? Where is George Amaud ? ' 

Lord Ehyader seemed to think that 
there was a great deal in that, though he 
could not tell why, knowing nothing about 
the matter. He said, rather meekly, ' I sup- 
pose we had better send this telegram on to 
my father ? ' 

' I suppose that you had better,' she said : 
* that would be only decent ; but let us get 
to Falmouth first. I don't want his inter- 
ference.' 

They were a difficult couple to move. 
The telegram had been sent to Lord Fes- 
tiniog more than two hours before they were 
at Paddington. They were not deeply 
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anxioiis, for there was nothing to make them 
so in the telegram. They took the jomney 
quite comfortably in the train at noon, 
wrapping themselves up warm, eating and 
drinking, in a trifling manner, and getting 
up their mutual case against Lord Festiniog. 
Lady Ehyader acted as attorney, and 
Ehyader himself accepted the brief pro- 
visionally, knowing perfectly well that he 
would no more dare to say one half of the 
things to his father which his wife put into 
his mouth than he dared fly. However, he 
knew that his father had some sixty or 
eighty thousand poimds which he could 
leave to his groom, and so he held a large 
trump card over his wife, in case she should 
go too far, and provoke an entire rupture. 
He let her ease her long suppressed mind 
on Lord Festiniog, therefore, with the 
greatest complacency : and they got on most 
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charmingly : particularly as he intended to 
make her spokeswoman in the business, 
whatever it was. And that he could not 
quite make out ; there was to be a war of 
liberation from his father's authority, and 
his father in his chivalry would never 
* quarrel with him for taking his wife's part. 
If there was to be any real fighting, she 
could do it better than he could; and he 
could always check her by reminding her of 
the loose cash. 

So they amiably got to Shrivenham, and 
got out there to walk about while the train 
was being shunted. It was an imusual thing 
and Lord Ehyader asked the station-master 
the reason of it. 

' A special train a-coming through, sir. 
Stand back there ! stand back ! ' 

A distant himaming sound, then a long- 
drawn shriek ; then an approaching roar 
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which swelled upon the ear. Then a vision 
of a fiery dragon filled with smoke, fire, and 
steam, coming towards them swifter than 
the wind, with pulses going quicker than a 
madman's heart; how smoke-grimed, sted- 
fast men upon the monster's back, guiding 
it as it shook the station with a shock like 
an earthquake. One saloon carriage in the 
rear of the engine, which seemed to leap at 
the point. That was all, the whole terrible 
and dangerous arrangement was out of sight 
before the echoes which it had raised could 

die awav. 

•/ 

Lord and Lady Ehyader continued their 
joimiey methodically. The greatest event 
in their journey to Falmouth was that Lady 
Ehyader's maid lost a shawl. The loss was 
discovered at Exeter ; the lady's maid having, 
as apreUminary to confession, given a month's 
warning in the waiting-room, told Lady 
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Ehyader of the awful fact. Lady Ehyader 
was in tears at once. It was not a very 
valuable shawl, and she could not bear to 
part with her maid. She did not care about 
the matter, and Ehyader with that shrewd- 
ness which his father ranked so high, dis- 
covered that the maid had got the shawl on 
herself: and the valet proved that in the 
confusion at Shrivenham he had, in an 
absent moment, put it over the young 
woman's shoulders. Lady Ehyader made 
her a present of the shawl, and so sold her 
liberty to her maid. The month's notice 
was withdrawn, and they, to use a Devon- 
shire expression, dnimbled on to Falmouth. 

What was their astonishment when they 
were met by Lord Festiniog at the door of 
the hotel ! He was among a group of sailors, 
talking eagerly to them, but he seemed to 
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know of the Khyaders' coming perfectly 
well, and to take little thought about it. 

' I have got the boy here, upstairs,' he 
said; 'but I doubt if we shall ever make 
anjrthing of him again. It is the most un- 
happy business which ever was seen. The 
poor boy is idiotic. I can't get anything 
out of him. He has had a shock to the 
system from which he will never recover, 
imless we take very great care of him.' 

Lady Ehyader, now, was seriously 
alarmed. Her rebellion against Lord 
Festiniog might stand over, at all events 
for a time. She went swiftly upstairs to 
Barri, and from the moment she saw him 
never thought about herself as long as she 
lived. After she had once seen the boy she 
thought no more of Lord Festiniog. The 
terror of the sight before her put every 
frivolous and ill-tempered idea from her 
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mind for ever. Who was to blame for the 
catastrophe ? She cared nothing at all. It 
was her own child who was before her, the 
child for whom she had cared too little, as 
she saw now, but, in what fearful case ! 

Worn almost to a skeleton, he was 
sitting up in bed, rocking his body to and 
fro, as if to allow for the motion of a boat. 
His right hand, thin with illness, clutched 
the mattress convulsively, while his left was 
held up as if to shield him from an enemy 
expected every moment. The nurse ex- 
plained it to her. The boy had been three 
days in the open boat in the heavy sea, and 
had sat like that with his right hand clasping 
the gunwale, trying to shield himself from 
the drenching waves which sometimes broke 
over them from the South West. ' The men 
put him to leeward, ma'amn,' said the nurse ; 
' that is why be holds his left arm up to shield 
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himself, and holds on to the gunwale with 
the other/ 

' Why will not he lie down ? ' said Lady 
Ehyader, utterly terrified. 

' He will never Ue down any more, 
Ma'am,' said the nurse. ' He will have the 
rattles in the throat in ten minutes.' 

' Get out you old fool, do,' said a voice 
behind them. ' How dare you, you crone, 
frighten her ladyship like this, when you 
know that the best man in Europe has given 
his opinion to-day ? ' 

Lady Ehyader turned : it was Lord 
Festiniog who spoke. 

' My dear Alice,' he said, ' do not listen 
to the croaking of this old witch. When 
you sent me the telegram this morning, I 
did two things, — ordered a special train, and 
got Sir Alexander McFittie to come with 
me. He says that the boy will not die, but 
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that he has a nervous shock which will spoil 
his career, at least for a very long time. 
You must brace up your nerves, my dear, 
you must nurse the boy, and so make him 
fonder of you than he was before. That is 
easily done, for he is an affectionate Httle 
fellow, and you might make him, at least, as 
fond of you as he is of me.' 

He was going to say, — as he was of Mary 
Arnaud — ^but he thought twice before he said 
that. 

* Lady Ehyader,' he said, suddenly and 
sternly. , 

' Yes, Lord Festiniog.' 

' Have you done your duty by this boy ? ' 

' No,' she said. ' You always made the 
boy jealous of us. How could we possibly 
do our duty by him ? ' 

Lord Festiniog had never looked on it in 
that hght before. He said : — 
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' I should not have looked on tlie matter 
in that light myself.' 

'Without doubt/ said Lady Ehyader, 
determined to win every point she could 
possibly score, but wondering what would 
be the next one. 

*Well, let bygones be bygones, let us 
take care of the boy. You stay with him, I 
must go and break the news to Mary 
Amaud.' And so he went out to Lord 
Ehyader, leaving mother and son together. 

' What, on earth, has Mary Arnaud got to 
do with it?' thought Lady Ehyader. But 
there was the boy, delirious in his bed, call- 
ing out for that woman and not for his own 
mother. 



8o NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 



CHAPTEE Vn. 

THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES. 

He found Lord Ehyader alone, walking up 
and down the room, and a very important 
conversation ensued between them. 

' I have made light of your boy's case to 
Alice, Gervase,' he said, 'but there is no 
doubt whatever that he is extremely ill, and it 
is very doubtful if he will live to be a man. 
You must really rouse yourself to look facts 
in the face. The boy has undergone horrors 
and privations which have half killed those 
strong sailors who have brought him home. 
Do you know that a mutinous part of the 
boat's crew wanted to ' 
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'WeU?' 

'Well, — wanted to kill the boy for a 
horrible purpose. It was only by the reso- 
lution of two or three that he was saved. 
And he knew it, for he heard them talking 
about it, and he will, it is feared, never get 
it out of his head any more ; such shocks 
are not felt at his time of life without per- 
manent results.' 

' I am deeply grieved, father, but I do 

not share your fears to this extent which 

* 

you speak of. I cannot understand your 
anxiety.' 

' It is real, however,' said Lord Festiniog. 
' I loved the boy, I think, better than you 
did.' 

' I will not argue that point, father,' said 
Gervase. * If you loved him so much, why 
did you insist on his going abroad with his 
only rival ? ' 

VOL. IL G 
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' I sent him abroad to keep him out of 
mischief. I sent him abroad with George 
Amaud because I trusted the. young man. 
He has gloriously fulfilled his trust.' 

' By bringing back my boy an idiot/ 
said Lord Bhyader.' 

' Bringing ? ' 

' Yes. I suppose he has taken care of 
himself? ' 

' George ! Have you not heard ? George 
went down with the ship, and saved the boy 
at the sacrifice of his own life ! ' 

' Good heavens ! ' 

Lord Ehyader was silent for some time 
He was a just man, and his regret at having 
been so imjust to George was great. ' You 
are sure of this,' he said. 

' Hear for yourself; ask one of the 
sailors in. Send in George Horrocks,' he 
said to a waiter who was in the room. 
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A sailor came in. 'My son, Lord 
Ehyader,' said Lord Festiniog, 'wishes to 
ask you a question or two. Yoiu* general 
evidence will be given before the Board, of 
course, but answer him what he asks you.' 

' I wanted to know if Mr. Drummond 
could have saved his own life, if he had 
deserted the boy whom he dropped into the 
boat?' 

' Most certainly, sir,' said the sailor : 
' half-a-dozen times over. The boy was 
frightened and would not jump, and so, he 
gave up his own life for the boy's, fair and 
square. No doubt about that' 

' And you saw him drowned after, with 
no attempt to save him ? ' 

' We had done all that it was possible 
for men to do. We kept near her until she 
went down, in hopes that some one might 
rise, but I need hardly say that no one did. 

e 2 
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We incurred great danger by not keeping 
the boat's head straight before the wind, at 
once, as you would know, my lord, if you 
were a sailor.' 

* I beg your pardon,' said Lord Ehyader. 

* I have no doubt that everything was done. 

* I wish you a good afternoon,' and the man 
went. 

' There is the end,' said Lord Festiniog ; 

* the end of a good family, too.' 

* If Barri dies.' 

* Well, his life is very problematical. Li 
case of his death, the entailed property all 
goes to you, and, I suppose, afterwards to 
some religious establishment. I am more 
sorry than ever about George.' 

* You seem to think more of him than 
you do of Barri, now.' 

* There you do me an injustice, as usual, 
llhyader. I have a stronger personal feel- 
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ing for the boy than ever I had for poor 
George Amaud. I loved the boy better 
than ever you did. My feeling for him is 
one thing, my feeling for the extinction of 
our family is another.' 

' The remedy lies entirely in your own 
hands, father/ said Ehyader. ' Alice will 
live to any age and have no more children. 
The remedy lies with yourself.' 

' 1 do not see how.' 

' Marry, yourself.' 

Lord Festiniog kept steady on his feet, 
but, morally, he reeled iis this proposition was 
made to him. He had not thought of such 
a thing for thirty years. Was Ehyader 
mad? 

Apparently not. He was most perfectly 
cool over the matter, and appeared in earnest. 
He repeated : 

' Marry, yourself.' 
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' But you would not approve tliai^' said 
Lord Festiniog. 

' I should, most entirely,' said Lord 
Ehyader. ' Why should I not? It can 
make no difference to me, and would prevent 
my feeling any responsibility as to the disposal 
of the property.' 

' But I am so old,' said Lord Festiniog, 
still doubting if he heard aright. 

' Not a bit. You are only sixty-two.' 

* But whom am I to marry ? You are 
mad. Have you any one in your eye? 
Have you ever thought of this before ? ' 

'Never. It only came into my head 
when I heard yoiu: description of poor Barri. 
As for the lady, why, you must choose for 
yourself; I really am too much out of the 
world to advise you.' 

'Just conceive how very much at 
random you are talking, my dear Ehyader. 
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What would Alice say to you, if she knew 
that you had made this proposition ? ' 

• Oh ! you must not think of speaking 
about it to her yet. It may come to 
nothing. Think about it for yourself.' 

'Lord Festiniog had plenty of time to 
think about it, for he by no means went 
back by express. The slowest tarain on the 
line would do for him now^ for at the other 
end he had to tell poor Mary Amaud that 
her newly-found and scarcely-known son 
was dead. 

' Poor thing ! ' he said to himself. ' This 
world is very hard on her. There seems to 
be no end to her troubles. I wish she 
could have made up her mind to marry 
Drummond, and that he had not been such 
a rascal. She might have been happy with 
him.' 

He had forgotten the awfiil proposal 
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which Lord Khyader had made, of his own 
marriage. This thought of Mrs. Amaud's 
marriage brought it back to him with a 
shock. 

Going by a slow train, Lord Festiniog 
naturally met with an accident. His own 
special train, in which he had come down, 
had to be sent back to Paddington somehow. 
It was sent back in the rear of the ordinary 
slow train, and, by way of distinguishiag 
itself^ dashed into the ordinary train by a 
combination of circumstances which were 
afterwards proved to be entirely impossible. 
It was clearly proved before the Board of 
Trade that the thing never could have 
happened, and yet it did, for all that, and 
Lord Festiniog broke one of the small bones 
in his hand, and in trying to give assistance 
had his whiskers scorched by the fire of one 
of the engines. When asked which, he 
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declined to answer the question as he might 
commit the company, in which he was a 
large shareholder. 

He, however, got to London somehow, 
and was driven to his house in due time. 
To his great surprise he found that Mr. 
Dnunmond had called three times on that 
morning. He had not thought that Drum- 
mond would have sought him so very 
eagerly, and he was puzzled. 

Meanwhile, it was necessary, in common 
kindness, for him to go and see Mary 
Amaud, and break the news to her as gently 
as possible. He had not been near No. 17 
for some time, and felt considerably guilty 
on that score. Mary, of whom he 'was 
secretly afraid, would be angry with him in 
the first instance. She had always had a 
good case against the family, and now had a 
stronger one. He would have to tell her 
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that her so recently acknowledged son was 
drowned. It was not a very agreeable 
matter luider any circumstances: still less 
so under the present. 

People enjoy themselves in three ways : 
by anticipation of a pleasiu-e, by the realisa- 
tion of that pleasure, and by the recollection 
of it afterwards. In the same way people 
plague themselves in three ways: by the 
anticipation of the trouble, by the realisation 
of the trouble (which is generally not half 
what they thought it to be), and thirdly by 
the solution of the trouble, and the humilia- 
ting doubt as to whether there was any 
trouble to be afraid of after all. 

Lord Festiniog was deeply plagued 
about Mary. He knew, or thought that he 
knew, that he should have a scene with her. 
And he was not well, the railway accident 
had shaken him, his finger was in pain, and 
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that irritated liim. He had anticipated more 
than half his troubles, however, before he 
drove up to her door, at nine o'clock in the 
evening. 

The house was completely dark, as he 
knocked at the private door. It was opened 
with startling rapidity, and he found himself 
pulled into the passage, and the door shut 
behind him. There being no Hght, he was 
unaware of what was going to happen to 
him ; he was not long in doubt. He was 
kissed in the dark all over his face. 

' Darling,' said the kisser, ' it is so good 
of you to come from the club so soon ; and 
you have not been smoking. Good child, 
come up now and smoke in oiu: bedroom.' 

The lady, who had her arm round his 
neck, was proceeding to stroke his hair. 
Lord Festiniog had gone as far in an expla- 
natory speech as, ' Madam, I think you are 
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in error,' when the hall was suddenly illu- 
minated by two candles. Lord Festiniog 
saw that one of them was carried by Mrs. 
Amaud, and the other by the terrible old 
madame of Paris. Eegarding himself as a 
lost man, he looked down to see who was 
accidentally kissing him. He discovered at 
once that it was ex-Mademoiselle Heloise, 
now Mrs. D'Arcy. 

She, with a shriek which was nearly a 
yell, fled for protection to her grandmother, 
and threw herself on her bosom. They both 
came down together ; Madame Mantalent, 
being underneath, made some vigorous 
attempts to break her granddaughter's head 
with the candlestick. Mrs. D'Arcy, now 
alive to the situation, and having had to do 
the thing once or twice before, defended 
herself in such a scientific manner, that 
Madame Mantalent cast the candlestick at 
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Lord Festiniog, and begged for life, saying 
that she was an old woman, and would not 
trouble them long. 

Lord Festiniog and Mary Arnaud got 
the old lady on her feet, and took her into 
the little parlour. Mrs. D'Arcy, the gentle 
and excellent Heloise, came into them, and, 
then, it appeared that that most excellent 
of young ladies had lost her temper. 

She was as beautiful as ever; nay, she 
was looking better than ever she had done ; 
but old Lord Festiniog's eyes were opened, as 
regarded her, for the first time. The thin 
crust of bourgeois French respectability had 
been worn through, and the real nature 
appeared below. 

Let us not be misunderstood in any way. 
Three-quarters of France, and three-quarters 
of Ireland produce a population which the 
whole world, for certain quahties, cannot 
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match. But there is a residuum in both 
countries unmanageable, and save on one 
sohtary subject, unsympathetic. We name 
no provinces in either kingdom, and yet we 
know that we have to deal with certain 
people, possessing certain virtues, as we 
woiUd with wUd beasts. 

Heloise came from a part of France pre- 
eminent for its virtues, but also pre-eminent 
for its temper. She had lost her temper, 
firstly, because she had kissed Lord Festiniog 
in the dark, and secondly, because her grand- 
mother, who came from the same part of the 
country, had beaten her over the head with 
the candlestick. What is mainly to the 
piupose, however, is the fact that the 
scene which followed between her and her 
mother, put the idea of matrimony in a 
rather difficult light to Lord Festiniog's 
eyes. 
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The debate was carried on in the French 
language, which was possibly a relief to the 
servants, but none to Mrs. Amaud or Lord 
Festiniog, who were both mistress and 
master of that fluent and elegant language, 
so well adapted for all phases of soul. Mrs. 
D'Arcy and Madame Mantalent being both 
extremely angry, used the resources at their 
command with all the genius of their nation. 
At one period of her life, Madame Mantalent 
had not been so successftil in her affairs as 
she was now, and every detail of those times 
was hiu-led in her teeth with the most 
singular epithets. In this *hm*ling in the 
teeth,' the fact that those teeth were false, 
and that they never had been paid for imtil 
the outraged laws of France forced the old 
lady to do so, was by no means forgotten. 
Madame Mantalent's establishment also was, 
as we have previously said, a place of meeting 
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for inuocent lovers : this circumstance was 
now turned against the old Lady with 
singular es^pnt Some of the marriages, 
practically, made up in the magazine^ had by 
no means turned out so well as those which 
are proverbially made in heaven ; and the 
details of many of them were alluded to by 
Mrs. D'Arcy, not only with singular freedom, 
but with powen^ of oratory which excited 
the sm^rise, almost the admiration, of Lord 
Festiniog. In fact, that most admirable and 
gentle housewife, Mrs. D'Arcy, ended, as his 
lordship afterwards rudely expressed himself 
to Lord Ehyader, without a single rag of 
character to cover her back. One transaction, 
involving 25,000 francs, a penniless duke in 
the employment of the later empire, and a 
young heiress, was so repeatedly alluded to 
that Lord Festiniog lost the thread of the 
story in consequence of Mrs. D'Arcy's volu- 
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bility, and lie could not quite make out 
whether it was the wife who had exchanged 
into a regiment of turco for service in 
Algeria, or whether it was the husband who 
had burned men. It was made perfectly- 
certain, however, by this young lady that 
they both cursed the day on which they saw 
Madame Mantalent. 

Madame, however, seated now peacefully 
in Mrs. Arnaud's easy chair, with a glass of 
cura9oa, let her granddaughter scold herself 
into quiescence, without doing anything but 
agreeing with a sardonic laugh to everything 
which the young lady said; occasionally, 
correcting her when she appeared to soften 
circumstances, and saying, ' hon ! hon ! ' 
when she made a more desperately ruinous 
assault on her reputation. Scolding cannot 
last for ever, as both ladies knew perfectly 
well; and Madame Mantalent, with the 

VOL. II. II 



98 NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 

military jrenius of her nation, allowed her 
enemy to exhaust her resources, before she 
attacked her in full force. Nay, she showed 
more than the usual military genius of the 
nation, great as it is : she combined it with 
that of siieh great generals as Fabius Cunc- 
tator, Frinlerick the Great, the Duke of 
Wellington in the last Spanish campaign, 
and GeiKjral Grant in his advance upon 
Eichmoiid. She chose her own time of 
lighting, the neglect of which rule has ruined 
both tlie Xiipoleons. 

When Mrs. D'Arcy was quite exhausted, 
it becaini^ her turn to receive punishment, 
and by (his time, her husband was in the 
room, wondering what could possibly be the 
matter. The old lady had calculated on this 
with tlic* subtlety of a Cleopatra, or a 
Catherine de' Medici. In the most inexo- 
rable mtuuier she overhauled the character of 
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Heloihe before her bridegroom, in a way 
which made Lord Festiniog desire to kill 
her. Heloise had been, in her way, a very 
considerable flirt, and had drawn a very 
great deal of money into the perfectly 
virtuous establishment of her grandmother 
without receiving any recognisable per- 
centage on the same. Still, she was a good 
girl, as her >grandmother perfectly well 
knew. Every man she had spoken to as a 
friend was now made out to be a lover, and 
the old lady absolutely revelled in the dis- 
closures which she thought she was making 
before a jealous English husband. The end 
was that Mrs. D'Arcy was reduced to some- 
what spiteful tears. 

It was becoming very distressing until 
D'Arcy came forward to his wife, and 
kissing her kindly, burst into a laugh. ' She 
says, in effect, that the men all ran after 

E 2 
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you/ he said, * of course they did, I did, and, 
what is more, I have got you. Ah madame, 
you can't prevent that ! ' 

* You have got a fickle heart and a bad 
temper, Mr. D'Arcy,' said the old lady. 
But D'Arcy only laughed at her and went 
away pleasantly with Heloise. 

*Good evening, madame,' said Lord 
Festiniog. ' Mary, you must come up stairs 
with me at once, I have something to say 
to you which can wait no longer, though I 
wish that some other cause of delay would 
intervene before I tell it to you.' 

* Come, then,' she said, leading the way, 
here are the bride and bridegroom toiling 

np-stairs before us. Say a good word to 
them, as few, except you, can say it.* 

* But it would be a liberty.' 

* Not in the case of an old man like you,' 
she siud, * you can say anything.' 
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* Anything/ he thought, ' but what I 
have come to say. This horrible procrastin- 
ation ! ' 

He ran up-stairs and touched D'Arcy's 
arm. * Captain D'Arcy/ he said, touching 
his arm, ' I hope you will allow a very old 
man, like myself, to tell you, before yoiu: 
wife, that you have behaved like a most 
loyal gentleman, in not paying attention to 
Madame Mantalent's objurgations/ 

DArcy looked at him in calm wonder. 

' Did you thmk such a thing possible, 
then. Lord Festiniog ? ' 

*I could not say. I hope that I have 
not taken a liberty. But you behaved so 
very well, that, as an old man, I thought I 
might speak.' 

' I am only too proud of your approval, 
but, indeed, I saw this little woman of mine 
in Paris under such difficult circmnstances 
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and temptations, that nothing would sliake 
my faith in her now; not even Madame 
Mantalent's tonmie.' 

Lord Festinic^ admired the yomig man's 
chivaky, and bade him good-night. From 
certain things which madame had let drop, 
' let drop/ — ^we say — ^poured out in buckets, 
he rather thought that his imperfect ac- 
quaintance with the French tongue, when 
spoken with extreme volubility and with a 
pure Parisian accent, had something to do 
with his complacence. However, here was 
Mary following up-stairs ; here was her 

room, and here was sitting in her 

chair, another Heloise, much older than 
Mrs. D'Arcy, and, in his opinion, conside- 
rably more beautiful. 

* Oh, you are here, Clotilde, my dear soul. 
Grandma and Heloise have been quarrelling 
down-stairs. Lord Festiniog, this is my 
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cousin. Mademoiselle Clotilde Aiibigne. 
Try to make friends with her, for she has 
been a loving friend to me/ 

' Say no more, Mary, say no more,' said 
Lord Festiniog. ' We want a mutual friend 
to-night ; I hope that Mademoiselle Clotilde 
will let me number her among mine/ 

As she advanced towards him, offering 
her hand; as he looked at her matured, 
Madonna like beauty — so like that of 
Heloise in feature and colouring, and so 
unlike it in its splendid repose — Lord 
Festiniog found a little monitor in his left 
breast, asking him if he was quite so old as 
he had represented himself to the D'Arcys, 
on the stairs. Was that admiration for him, 
in her eyes? 'No, I am not vain enough 
for that at my time of life,' he said, ' It is 
only the reflection of my own admiration in 
hers/ 
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^ C An this ladr in whom you have, as yoa 
ttT, the moet entire coofidexiee, stay with 
US while I tell voa some veiT distieaancr 
newsr' 

^ Yes, I would rather she did. God has 
sent her to me as a ccHnfort, and why should 
she leave me ? Qotilde vou will stay, will 
you not ? Xow, my dear papa, what makes 
you so grave ? ' 

* Mary, you are a widow/ 

^ Yes/ she said, with a sudden movement 
of her hands. 

* You are now a childless one/ 

She looked at him steadily, and said : — 
' I do not imderstand you/ 

* Your son George is drowned/ 

' When I was trying to love him — ^when 
I was hoping, hoping for his return — when I 
was thinking of every good quality which his 
father possessed, and endeavouring to see 
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them reflected in him ? This is rather hard, 
is it not ? It is cruel/ 

* The sea is very cruel, Mary/ 

'Ay! but God is more cruel than the 
sea itself. I was not prepared for this. Let 
me be quiet awhile. I would rather that 
no one spoke to me for a short time, if they 
did not mind.' 

She bent her head over the fire, and 
Clotilde beckoned to Lord Festiniog to come 
and sit beside her. He went to her, and 
she took his hand in hers, while she 
whispered in French: — 'Good and admirable 
fiiend, what has happened ? ' 

'Her son is drowned,' said Lord 
Festiniog. * Drowned in the most noble 
manner, but at the bottom of the deep sea 
for all that. She will wish to know the 
particulars immediately. Stay with us, dear 
lady, while I tell them to her.* 
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He took her hand, and kissed it. 

' I will stay with you by all means, my 
lord/ she said, 'but she will want an 
. answer soon. She was getting to love the 
son so httle known to her. Yes, my lord, 
she will be wanting an explanation soon, 
and I will stay with you. She has never 
said anything but good about you.' 

Mrs. Amaud rose and confronted them 
at this point. She was not in the least 
degree angry or emportee but she was 
terrible in her beauty for all that. Lord 
Festiniog was glad that he had such a 
protection in the gentle, though unknown, 
Clotilde, against the equally gentle, though 
better known, Mary. 

' Lord Festiniog,' she said, ' I wish to 
say a few words. Did I ever seek an 
aUiance with your house ? ' 

' Certainly not, Mary.' 
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'Did I ever seek to intrude myself on 
you, until after I had discovered that I was 
legally married ? ' 

'Certainly not, Mary. But you must 
remember ' 

' I know. You and Ehyader wore kind, 
believing me not to be legally married. 
When you could dispute the fact no longer, 
what did you do ? ' 

'Acknowledged the fact, Mary, you 
cannot deny ihat^ 

'Yes, after vou were forced to do so. 
Drummond did that for me. I owe more 
to Drummond than I do to you, after all.' 

'Mary! Mary!' 

' I say it again, I owe more to him than 
I do to you.' 

' But he stole your child.' 

'Yes, and you have made away, with 
him. At least, you come and tell me that 
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he is drowned. He went to sea by your 
orders. Is Baxri drowned ? ' 

' No, but he is an idiot.' 

' He never was anything else,' said Mrs. 
Amaud. ' I do not see why my son should 
be sacrificed, and Lady Ehyader's left in a 
mere state of idiocy. It is not just.' 

* Biit you will not argue matters, Mary. 
You have lost your old sense. I cannot 
understand you. If I had been asked who 
was the most sensible woman in London, I 
should have named you. I am utterly 
surprised.' 

*I will go to bed,' said Mrs. Amaud, 
wearily. 'I cannot stand this any longer. 
I will go back to a rehgious life. I am not 
fit for the world.' 

And so, she left Lord Festiniog without 
any further recognition. 



^ 
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CHAPTEK Vni. 

LORD FESTINIOG AND CLOTILDE. 

Lord Festiniog and Mademoiselle Clotilde 
being left alone together, became at once 
confidential. 

' You are an old friend, as I see, my lord,' 
she said. ' I have heard much of you.' 

' Mademoiselle, if you will give me your 
confidence, I will value it like a mine of 
diamonds.' 

* It is yours, with all my heart,' she said. 
* She has not been a well used woman.' 

'Certainly not,' said Lord Festiniog. 
' My son Htyd did not use her altogether 
well. For me, I behaved like a dog to her, 
once.' 
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* Your behaviour, my lord ' here 

she paused. 

' Festmiog,' he suggested. 

' I cannot pronoimce ihat^ she said. ' I 
would if I could, but I can't. Say it 
again.' 

He did so, and she made two or three 
attempts. They were no use, and she ended 
by saying that she, for the sake of argument, 
would call him M. Bonnechose. He agreed 
to this, and she continued. 

* Your behaviour,' M. Bonnechose, 'was 
always very excellent to her. No one can 
find fault with you about it. / She was 
married. Good. You did not know it. 
Good. You disputed it. That was right of 
you. Drummond had stolen her child. 
When that was proved and confessed to by 
Drummond, you allowed the fact. That 
was most honourable. But, were you good 
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when you sent George Arnaud to sea with 
Barri ? I do not think that you were/ 

' But I did not know it. I did not know 
that the facts were proved/ 

^Then I am misinformed,' said Made- 
moiselle Clotilde, Vthat is all I can say.' 

' Wlio was your informant ? ' 

' Drummond/ she said. 

'But, has he been making mischief 
between Mary and • myself ? ' 

* My lord, her position is this. He has 
told my cousin Arnaud, and she has told 
me, that since you have discovered the fact 
that George Arnaud is next in succession, 
you have been trying, in every way, to get 
rid of him. He will now say that you have 
succeeded in doing so ; and,^what is more, 
Marie might beUeve it.' 

' But, is the man here, back in London, 
and saying such abominable falsehoods? ' 
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' It is perfectly certain, and what is 
more, he has threatened your lordship in 
my presence/ 

* The What does he threaten me 

with, then ? * 

' He only says that you are a lost man 
without him. He declares that your pro- 
perty is dependent on him, that you do not 

« 

know where certain deeds are, and that you 

never dare to face him.' 

' But when was he here last, yesterday ? * 
*No, this morning. He is in a very 

dangerous state. If I might detain yoiu: 

lordship, I would ask for a little advice. We 

want some, I assure you.' 

* I will give you all that it is in my 
power to give,' said Lord Festiniog, ' but I 
must ask you again, what has Dmmmond 
been saying ? ' 

' My lord, how can I say ? He has been 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 113 

telling Mrs. Arnaud that you are not Lord 
Festiniog at all, that there is some matter 
of an old marriage which he has discovered, 
that there is — I know not what. I cannot tell 
you. for I do not remember the whole.' 

' What has Mary said to this ? ' 

* She has been calm as usual. I think 
that she has been prepared for a journey.' 

' Indeed.' 

'Yes, but you must come back to- 
morrow. Do not delay here now.' 

Lord Festiniog decidedly agreed that he 
would come back on the morrow. 



\y^. II. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



THE CATASTBOPHE. 



l.ORD Festixiog went back to No. 17, aud 
was extremely well-received there, by no 
one better than by old Madame Mantalent. 
Whatever that excellent old lady's temper 
might be previous to and after the arrival 
of Lord Festiniog, during his stay in the 
house, she was all sunshine. 

A most pleasant chatty old woman ; 
slightly and lightly scandalous at first, 
until she saw that Lord Festiniog did not 
like it; then, quite as scandalous as ever, 
but in a moral manner and without any 
levity. She pulled every body's character 
to pieces quite as charmingly as ever, but 
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finding that Lord Festiniog was religious, 
she did it in a religious way, which was 
quite as poignafnt as the other way. She 
discoursed about the repentance, and ulti- 
mate (as far as she could tell) salvation of 
great sinners, with illustrative anecdotes, 
which became moral, from the tone of 
voice in which she told them. She let 
Lord Festiniog know, very soon, that she 
had repented, and then, treating him as a 
man on the verge of the grave, told him of 
what. His lordship told her that he was 
very glad to hear it, in fact, congratulated 
her. She received his congratulations with 
a smile, and hoped that he himself would 
some day find peace. 

Madame always, during the short time 
which followed, treated Lord Festiniog as 
a repentant sinner, who might yet be saved. 
She never hinted at his turning Eoman 
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Catholic, or at his marrying her last impor- 
tation from France, Mademoiselle Clotilde. 
She always vilipended her spiritual director 
as a noodle, and ordered Clotilde out of the 
room when Lord Festiniog came. Still, to 
use a vulgarism, she took her change out of 
Lord Festiniog, by pointing out to him that 
he was the author of all the woes of her 
family. Had he been kinder to Iltyd, 
Iltyd never would have made a secret 
marriage; had he acknowledged Mary 
Arnauds marriage at once, she never 
would have been thrown against James 
Drummond (which was totally untrue) ; 
had he, in short, done anything but what 
he had done, George Drummond never 
would have been drowned, Barri would not 
have been an idiot, and the last horrible 
catastrophe never would have occurred at 
all. Lord Festiniog was, in spite of his 
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better reason, obliged to admit that it would 
have been better for him if No. 17 had 
never existed, and far better for No. 17 if 
he had never come near it. 

The last disaster which had befallen 
this most unlucky number in that most 
unhappy street, is almost too terrible to be 
written down. Mary Amaud had eloped 
almost openly, with James Drummond. 
They had started together from the 
London Bridge Station, they had been 
tracked to Paris, and so to Vienna, with all 
the acumen of an associated European 
pohce. At the last named town they were 
arrested, and discovered to be Lord and 
Lady Hartley on their wedding tour. A 
great deal of acrimonious correspondence 
followed, on the subject of this arrest, both 
at the time of which we are speaking and 
afterwards ; still, the fact remained the same. 
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Mary Arnaud had gone off with James 
Drummond, and the ferocious \irtue assumed 
by the injured family from Paris was an 
awful thorn in Lord Festiniog's side. 

Why had they been pursued? Whose 
business was it to interfere with their 
arrangements ? If Mary, who had lived so 
excellent and so virtuous a life, chose, at the 
end of it, to cast reputation to the winds, to 
go away with a man who had treated her 
in the most shameful manner, with the man 
who had actually stolen her child, now 
drowned, whose business was it, again? 
Why, no one's. 

Drummond had played fast and loose 
with Lord Festiniog, but Lord Festiniog had 
forgiven him, and, ou the whole, w^as kindly 
disposed to him. He was not the first man,^ 
thought Lord Festiniog, who went to the 
devil after a woman. 
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'As the late Mi's. Crawley said,' he 
added, for he 'was old, rich, and virtuous, 
' I like the man's devotion to Mary, it is a 
fine trait in the man's character/ 

'And Mary's devotion to Iltyd also,* 
thought his lordship, 'that is gone. A 
very good woman. I am sorry I ever 
quarrelled with her. Well, God forgive us 
all our sins. I'll go to No. 17 and talk to 
them all.' 

So he went, and heard more particulars. 
It was only after a second visit there that he 
heard the whole truth from Khyader, who 
met him at the shop door. 

Mary Arnaud and James Drununond 
had not only gone off together, but had 
taken title and other deeds to the amount 
of two hundred thousand pounds with them. 
Hence, the hunt after them to Vienna — 
hence, the fact of the arrest of the innocent 
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Lord and Lady Hartley, who were twenty 
years younger than either of them. And 
hence the fact that Lord Festiniog, being 
persistently bulhed by Lord and Lady 
Ehyader, was eternally at No. 17, very 
frequently, during the absences of Madame 
Mantalent, in the company of Mademoiselle 
Clotilde. 
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CHAPTER X. 



AM RHEIN. 



The dawn comes flushing up over the 
brown grey crags, and the shattered castles, 
lighting them one by one, and creeping 
lower and lower down the iron cliffs which 
confine the mighty river and hurl it in its 
anger from side to side of the glen. 
Wreaths of mist still linger among the 
closely packed vineyards, and along the 
dark rift of the Switzerthal, which on the 
opposite bank sends its flashing, sparkling 
contribution of water into the great Ehine 
itself. The swine herd's horn is heard, not 
unmusically, in the little town below, which 
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is awaking to the tinkle of the bell for 
early mass. Now the sun reaches the river, 
and hghts it with gleams of gold, green, and 
rilvcr, most beautiful to behold ; and now it 
lias sketched out all the hills, and the solenm 
peace of the autumnal sabbath has settled 
down upon the beautiful Khine lands. 

•I 

Nowhere, neither on vineyard, on crag, 
on castle, on church tower, nor on wooded 
valley rich with the purple saffron, did the 
sun shine with more pleasant radiance than 
on the crucifix on the hill above the town, 
where the copse and vineyards end, and the 
broad cornfields clothe the level plateau as 
far as the eye can reach. Here four roads 
meet, and at the meeting place is the little 
shrine, with the great figiu-e above it, a land- 
mark for some miles either in sunshine or 
in snow. 

Only one figure was in sight on this 
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morning, that of a woman kneeling in long 
devotion, with her head bent. So long did 
she remain in this attitude, that a httle bird 
flew down and settled quite close to her, 
uttering a low, melancholy note. At length 
-she rose, and turned her face towards the 
sunlight, looking round on the glorious 
•prospect. It was Mary Arnaud. 

Pale a'nd harassed, but with a quiet, 
calm confidence in her face, which would 
have dispelled at once any fear of her, had 
it been seen by those most interested. The 
fresh morning air, and the pleasure , of the 
landscape, put a slight colour in her cheeks 
as she set her feet down hill towards the 
town. 

' ..Some of the earliest risers in the place 
were the patients of Dr. Holland, who had, 
there, in the old convent of Marienburg, 
above the highest roofs, an estabUshment for 
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people who were ill, or fancied themselves 
to be so. It was called a hydropathic 
sanatorium, but it was a very agreeable 
place, with quite as agreeable a table dlidte 
as any near. Tlie guests on this morning 
had returned from their early walks or 
baths, and had sat down to breakfast with 
the voracious appetite gained by foreign air 
and early hours, and there was a short 
silence, but very soon, conversation began 
and ran mainly on one point, the arrival of 
Mr. Hickson and his distingui looking 
sister the day before. They were discussed 
from every point of view, and it was agreed 
that she, at all events, would do. If they 
could get no other entertainment out of her, 
they could speculate about her and copy 
her exquisite clothes to the best of their 
ability. 

On one side of the doctor sat the father 
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of the guests, a man of three seasons, a fat 
old gentleman from Porto Eico, and on the 
other the clergyman, a reverend London 
rector, a guest of two years. These two had 
the doctor's ear. 

' And what shall you make of your new 
patient, doctor ? ' said Porto Eico. 

' I am almost afraid I shall want your 
assistance,' said the doctor, turning to the 
reverend gentleman. 

' Mind troubled ? ' said the reverend 
gentleman. ' Well, I have been used to 
sick beds for forty years, and I am ready 
for him.' 

' I was not referring to spiritual consola- 
tion,' said the doctor, ' I meant that I fear 
I shall have to ask you to read the burial 
service over him.' 

' So bad as that. Poor fellow ! poor 
fellow ! Ay ! ay ! ' 
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' I fear so. He is in a state of intense 
nervous depression from which, if he does 
not rally ' The doctor said no more. 

' How fortunate that he has a relation 
with him,' said Porto Eico. 

' She is most devoted to him,' said the 
doctor. ' I should be almost powerless with- 
out her. She has had him in this state or 
even worse, ever since Antwerp, and has 
only got him on by slow degrees. He 
would have died at Antwerp, were it not 
for her.' 

' How did she manage to find us out, I 
wonder ? ' said the clergyman. 

' I knew her in Paris,' said the doctor, 
' I knew her family. And you two do me 
the favom- not to talk about her at all; 
there are very painful family circmnstances 
which render it as well not. Her brother 
has been living too hard, and also has met 
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with some great disappointment. I can 
only say of her that she is the noblest of 
women.'. 

She entered shortly after he had finished 
speaking, and took her seat in the place 
which was left for her next the clergj^man. 
She talked quite calmly about indifferent 
topics, the scenery, the air, the river, and 
then, tiu-ning to the doctor, asked him what 
he thought of her brother's state that morn- 
ing. 

' 1 think it is extremely grave, madam,', 
said the doctor. * Still, such unremitting 
attention as yours must do more than I can. 
He is very uneasy without you.' 

' I have been away jfrom him this morn- 
ing,' she said, 'for a lovely walk. I will 
spend the rest of the day with him.' 

She went back to his room, and the 
doctor came with her. There, on a sofa 
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before a window which looked down upon 
the Ehme, lay the miserable wreck called 
James Drummond, trembling at every soimd, 
and staring at them as they entered with 
dilated pupils and quivering lips. He tried 
to speak, but he only produced an inarticu- 
late babble. With the aid of tlie doctor's 
and Mary's arm he tried to walk across the 
room, but his knees smote together and 
they were afraid of his fainting. The 
doctor made a little weak brandy and water 
for him, but at the sight of it he gave an 
inarticulate howl, dreadful to hear, and fell 
back on his couch. 

'He has been so ever since Antwerp,' 
said Mary. 'He cannot bear the smell of 
the brandy.' 

' Yes, I will try opiates,' said the doctor. 
' When did the worst of this begin, did you 
S4iy?' 
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' At Antwerp, the day I joined him. 
In fact, I foimd him in the state I have 
mentioned to you.' 

' He must have had some violent shock, 
surely, in addition to his intemperate habits.* 

'Well, he had,' said Mrs. Arnaud. 'I 
was the cause of it.' 

' H'm. Had you not better ^vrite 
home ? ' 

' That is totally impossible,' said Mrs. 
Arnaud. ' Khyader, or possibly Festiniog, 
would be thrusting their hands in and ruin- 
ing everything. I must take the sole re- 
sponsibiUty. Will he die ? ' 

' I cannot say, it is very doubtful.' 

' Will he speak before he dies ? ' 

' He may or he may not. One thing is 
certain, for a long time no subject in the 
least degree likely to agitate him must be 
broached. That would be death.* 

VOL. II. K 



I30 NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 

* Then I must wait here and watch.' 

' There is no doubt of that if you wish 
to have him speak again reasonably. But 
reflect again, madame, is there not one friend 
to whom you could confide ? ' 

* Not one, doctor. I have no friend 
whom I could trust — who would not com- 
mit an indiscretion. I could have confided 
in my poor drowned son, ^ but he was lost 
in saving his cousin. No, I must go 
through it myself.' 

So she took up her watch alone and 
unaided, and such a watch. Beside the 
couch of a man whom she had come to 
save, whose feeble hand, whenever it touched 
hers gave a gentle pressure which made her 
almost mad, whose eyes never met hers with 
an expression of tenderness and gratitude. 
Such was her watch, with the fiill sense 
that on his recovery, when she had wrested 
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his secret from him, the poor wretch must 
be rudely undeceived as to her feeUngs for 
him, and by herself, by no other. 

He had come to her wild with drink 
and rage, and had made a terrible scene. 
She had lost her temper, and had spoken 
words to him as fierce as any of his own, ' 
and so they had parted, as she beheved, 
for the last time; it was not so, however; 
they were bound to meet again, and that 
suddenly. 

Five hours after she had parted from 
him, she got a letter from him teUing her 
that he was ruined, but that he was deter- 
mined to drag down others in his ruin; 
that he was mad, but that he would make 
some others as mad as he was. He had 
taken Lord Festiniog's title deeds and 
securities to the value of two hundred 
thousand pounds, and was gone with them 
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to America. One single word from her 
would stay him, even now, and it was to 
be sent by telegram to Gravesend, to a 
certain address. 

She did not hesitate for an instant. She 
telegraphed the word ' yes,' and received in 
answer, 'Hotel du Pare, Antwerp. Hick- 
son.' 

She went to his oflGice, and told his head 
clerk that she was going to join his master 
for a tour on the Continent, and that his 
letters were to be addressed to Vienna. 
The head clerk had long suspected that 
something of the kind would occur sooner 
or later between Mrs. Arnaud and James 
Drummond, and was not at all surprised. 
He no more believed they were going to 
Vienna, than he believed that they were 
going to Timbuctoo, but, like a good servant, 
he wished to cover his master's retreat, and 
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did SO, to the confusion of the police. A 
short note from Drummond, dated Graves- 
end, informed him that his master had not 
only gone abroad, but had taken Lord 
Festiniog's securities with him; at which 
point in the plot, he considered it necessary 
to communicate with Lord Ehyader, and 
save himself. 

Meanwhile, Mary had found out that 
there was but one boat to Antwerp by 
which he could go, and taking a very 
hurried .farewell of every one, she put 
herself on board of it. He joined the boat 
at Gravesend, and she kept close, watching 
him carefully, with her veil down. 

He was very ill, so ill that it seemed to 
require an almost desperate effort on his 
part to get to his cabin. He had no servant, 
that was a comfort. His portmanteau was 
brought on board by the porters, and stowed 
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with the other passengers' luggage. He 
went to his private cabin, at once, and lay 
down. They were hardly out of the 
Thames before Mary Amaud took the 
Belgian captain into her confidence. She 
told him that her brother was very ill, and 
that she had followed him. As he was 
undoubtedly very ill, the captain pitied her, 
and gave her every assistance in his power 
when they got to Antwerp. At the Pare 
she had taken possession of him entirely, as 
his sister ; but he was delirious and did not 
know her. 

His keys, she had, but they revealed 
nothing. The papers were not in his 
trunks ; that she very soon discovered. 
Where were they ? No one knew, save the 
madman who lay gasping on the bed before 
her. The task before her was to save him 
until he could speak articulately and think 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 135 

consecutively. Then, she knew that she 
could have his secret from him, for she was 
certain on that one point. 

But his disease fought terribly against 
nature, and it was only against overwhelm- 
ing odds that she got him to St. Goar. 
There, to her horror, the thing which she 
longed for, yet dreaded, happened, the man 

« 

began to recognise her, and to try and call 
her by name, to press her hand, and, as he 
in his vanity, thought, to believe that she had 
relented after all. 

She watched him Hke a sister, no sister 
was ever more diligent or more faithful to a 
brother. And yet she hated the man. She 
had set a certain duty before her, that of 
recovering the lost papers for Lord Festiniog, 
*who had been kind to her.' She knew, 
perfectly well, that if any of them interfered, 
the papers would be lost ; and so, silent and 
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unassisted, she kept watch over the man she 
liked least in all the world. 

He began to mend before the beginning 
of October, and she began to dread the 
scene which must ultimately come. But 
that scene, which she had so often featured 
to herself, never came at all. Half the evils 
of this world are purely imaginary. The 
curse of successful nations like the Anglo- 
Saxon and Teutonic, is the anticipation of 
evil, as may be seen in our fevery day 
history, and is called familiarly, and some* 
what foolishly, by the daily and weekly 
journals ' panic' Mrs. Arnaud had prepared 
herself for a state of things which never 
occurred. 

James Drummond got by degrees so 
much better, that he came to the table 
d'h6te, and ultimately went out driving with 
his reverence and Porto Eico. On his 
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return from one of these drives, he asked 
Mary to come to his room, as he wished to 
speak to her very particularly. 

She came, and sat down by him, not 
daring to begin the conversation. 

' Mrs. Arnaud,' he said, ' they tell me 
that you have been utterly devoted to me 
during my illness. You must perceive that 
I am not long for this world, and I wish to 
make a clean breast as regards you, for my 
memory has quite come back now.' 

' Yes, I have pulled you through, James,' 
she said. 

' James ! Ah, well, it is all the same 
now. If that word had been said like that 
years ago, things might have been different. 
For what reason, Mrs. Arnaud, have you paid 
this remarkable attention to me ? 

It was an awful question, an unanswer- 
able question. Mrs. Arnaud sat dumb. 
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'I see that you cannot answer me. I 
thought for a while, during my delirium, that 
you had come after me for myself. Now 
that my intellect is restored, I know that 
you have only tended me to get the truth 
about Lord Festiniog's papers. So good' a 
nurse should be properly repaid. You have 
ransacked my tnmks, I suppose.' 

Mary Amaud was obliged to say, ' Yes.' 

' Thank you. If you will open that one 
nearest the window you will find everything 
you want. No, not there my dear madam, 
nor there, neither, press that little spring 
on the hd ; there you are.' 

She stood up before him with the papers 
in her hand, but without a word to say for 
herself. 

' Mary Arnaud,' he said, ' you are answer- 
able for those papers, now, not I. Take 
them back to the people whom you always 
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loved better than you did me. You are 
absolutely heartless/ 

' Because I could not love you ! ' she 
flashed out. 

' ' No, I am not a loveable person. But 
you are so utterly deceitful. You have 
saved my life for a few weeks, and you have 
tended me hke a sister or a saint. And for 
what ? — why, to get those papers. I have no 
gratitude towards you at all, you may take 
them and go to the devil with them.' 

'May God forgive you, James Drum- 
mond, as I do,' she said, with the papers in 
her hand. ' Now, good-bye.' 

' Stop, Mary,' he said, ' in decency's sake, 
stop ; you must go through those papers, and 
give me a receipt for them : that is only 
fair.' 

She was so silly and confused that she 
did it. She counted the papers, and gave a 
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rerx'ipt for eight. The doctor and Porto 
Eic50 were called in to witness the document, 
which she left with him, and then she de- 
parted. 

* Doctor/ she said to that fimctionary, * I 
am going to England.' 

* You cannot possibly take your brother, 
madam,' said he. 

' I am aware of it ; but I must go. Is 
his situation so critical ? ' 

' I cannot tell at all. He may live to be 
eighty if he leaves off drinking now. I never 
thought that I should have pulled him 
through. I will take the best care of him.' 

Mrs. Arnaud at once thanked him, and 
left tlie corridor with singular haste, the doctor 
thought. But the steamboat was nearly due, 
mul slie had to pack, a matter about which 
she Mras very nimble. 

The steamboat did not come to the wharf. 
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the Rhine was low that year. She put off in. 
a boat, with her trunks, and scrambled on 
board. James Drummond got from his 
bed and saw her go. He gave her hon 
voyage. 

' Curse you, my lady,' he said. ' I have 
been angling at your worthless heels for too 
many years. You have tried to conceal 
your hatred from me, but you have not quite 
succeeded. You have been the cause of my 
drinking, a habit which never gave me any 
pleasure. I took to it because you scorned 
me, I leave it because you scorn me still. 
I think that I have prepared a nice little bed 
of nettles for you, madam, when you get 
home.' 

The doctor came to see him later in the 
day. He was surprised to find his patient so 
much better. His patient entered mto con- 
versation with him. 
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' To what do you attribute my late ill- 
ness, doctor ? ' 

' To drinking.' 

' Exactly. I have always hated it ; and 
now I am going to give it up, for I never 
got any real pleasure from it.' 

' It is time you did give it up,' said the 

doctor. ' You will not survive such another 
bout as this.' . 

' I know : it was that woman who has 
just gone, who drove me to it.' 

' Your sister ? ' 

' My sister ! she is as much my sister as 
you are ! She is one of the most swindhng 
thieves in Europe. Has she paid her bill ? ' 

The doctor thought it worth while to 
step down and inquire. Mary, certainly, in 
her haste, had not gone through that cere- 
mony, and the doctor returned to inform him 
of the fact. The invalid laughed. 
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' You will find my cash-box in that trunk, 
doctor ; bring it here and I will pay you.' 

' My dear sir, there is no need to ' 

said the doctor. 

' Bring it here, my dear sir, said Drum- 
mond. Short reckonings make long friend- 
ships.' The cash-box was brought to him, 
and the key of it was at the top of his dress- 
ing case. It was quickly opened. 

The doctor saw on the top of a pile of 
bank-notes a yellow parchment, evidently 
very old. Drummond's trembling hand se- 
lected a note for 100/., which he placed in 
the doctor's, begging him to carry on the 
account between them. The doctor received 
it gravely, and Drummond locked up the 
box with great rapidity. ' There is ten 
thousand or more here, doctor,' he said, 
'but there are no thieves in Germany. I 
think that if you will send up Gretchen with 
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some more of that draught, I will go to 
sleep.' 

* Gretchen is in the kitchen,' said the 
doctor. * If you do not mind new faces, I 
will send up the other woman ; but, after 
all, I tliink that I had better bring you youis 
sleeping draught myself.' 

' It is all one to me,' said Drummond. 
The doctor gave it to him, and he went to 
sleep. 

Drummond was fast asleep now, so fast 
asleep that he was nearly waking in eternity. 
Gretchen, the honest German woman, was 
really in the kitchen again, and had a hard 
day's work among the patients. The doctor 
met the *new woman' on the stairs, and 
said to her, ' CarUna, you had better go up 
and sit beside Mr. Drummond.' 

'Why do you call me Carli^ia?' she 
Asked. 
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*It is your real name, is it not?' said 
the doctor, coolly. 'It is on your certifi- 
cates.' 

' Did the lady who has just left 
ever — ? ' said she. 

'I should think it impossible,' said the 
doctor. ' I do not suppose that she would 
trouble herself much about you. I do not 
suppose that she has ever seen you.' 

' I have taken good care about that^' said 
Carlina as she walked up stairs to her duty. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE ETO OF JAMES DBODiOSD S SCHEME. 

Cabli5A approached James Dnimmond's bed 
with a curious mixture of feeling regard- 
ing him. 8he had loved the man, and, in one 
way, loved him still. He had used her as 
hw plaything first, and afterwards as his tool. 
She had submitted to him, worked for him, 
and betrayed him to Lord Festiniog. She 
Imd done everything she coiild to ruin him, 
and bring him once more to her feet. She 
had not succeeded. Mrs. Amaud always 
stood like a good angel between him and 
licr. She had worked about through crafty, 
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secret ways to separate them, but that seemed, 
last, impossible. When Mary Arnaiid fol- 
lowed James Drummond, she followed also, 
and hid herself in the house where they 
had taken refuge. 

She hstened to what they said to one 
another on the occasion which has been 
described above. She saw that Mary Amaud 
had never loved Drummond, and that Drum- 
mond had ceased to love Mary Arnaud. 

' His heart shall be mine again,' she said. 
' I will get a new power over him. Some- 
how, I care not how. I hstened to every 
word which passed between them, and if 
you — (here she addressed her daimon) — 
mean to tell me that he told her the whole 
truth, I will be burnt alive.' 

So she entered the sick man's room. He 
was sleeping very quietly ; there was not the 
remotest need for her to hiflrry herself. She 
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knew from spying where his keys were. She 
took out his cash-box and examined it. 
There were about six thousand pounds in 
notes. She first took two hundred-pound 
notes for necessary expenses, then she took 
three, then she took four, and locked up the 
cash-box, virtuously refusing to take another 
farthing. She came of a very decent ban- 
ditti family, and the honour of her family 
appealed to her strongly not to take more 
than was absolutely necessary* She had 
actually locked up the cash-box, when the 
Neapolitan blood of her mother came through 
her head hke a wave, and told her to take 
the whole seven thousand pounds. But then 
the blood of her father, who was a Genoese, 
and consequently a calculating man, a trader, 
came to her assistance, and said, ' The doctor 
knows that there is nearly ten thousand 
pounds here ; if you take it all you will be 
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found out.' She invoked the Virgin for this 
suggestion, which doubtless came from above. 
She opened the box, took out another hun- 
dred pounds, and felt transcendently vir- 
tuous. 

Is she the only person in the world who 
has thought that she has made her peace 
with God by committing a small crime when 
she might have committed a greater one ? 

She went to look at the sleeping man. 
He was sleeping very quietly. She had been 
famihar with him in old times, and now she 
was but his nurse. He was lying; as she 
thought, uneasily, and she tucked his clothes 
in. A yellow old paper dropped from the 
tumbled clothes. She picked it up, and, 
taking it to the candle, read it through. 

' You are one artful sinner, James Drum- . 
mond,' she said. ' I see now why you got 
rid of that woman Arnaud in the way you 
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did. After your illness you were tired of 
her. I can't think what you ever saw in her, 
myself. Now I have you in my hands, my 
lad. The doctor, when you unlocked the 
cash-box and gave it back could never have 
seen this ; even he would not have withstood 
the temptation. Why, this paper is worth a 
hundred thousand pounds.' 

Well, we will deal with this wondrous 
paper afterwards. It was worth nothing, 
but James Drummond and Lord Festiniog 
both thought that it was. Not to make any 
mystery, it was a grant of the whole Barri 
estates to Tom ESlhgrew, signed by Charles 
the Second. There was no date^ and but one 
witness, whose name was undecipherable, 
but who had written pathetically under the 
word, ' Don't know what it is all about.' 

She secured this paper, and then went to 
see after the sick man again. He was ex- 
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tremely quiet — so much so that she moved 
the bedclothes from his face. She looked 
at him only once — she had seen the thing 
before. She went down to the doctor at 
once and said, 'I wish you to come up 
with me.' 

The doctor came, but fifty doctors could 
not alter circumstances — James Drummond 
was dead. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 



LORD FESTINIOG's CONFESSION. 



The present writer is not the only person 
who considers that the practice of confession, 
as carried out in certain Communions, is a 
most objectionable thing. Still there is 
much to be said for it by its admirers. It is 
used in almost all sects under various names. 
Some call it ' confession,' some ' religious 
advice,' some ' experiences of conversion.' 
All mean, to a certain extent only^ the same 
thing — ^the desire to confide to some one 
else what is too great a burden for your 
own heart. Lord Festiniog was one of the 
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last men to go to confession, and yet he did 
so most decidedly. 

It comes to very much the same thing in 
the end. People want to tell the truth and 
get excused, even if they are not CathoUcs. 

Lord Festiniog wanted confession and 
absolution most emphatically. He knew 
that he could find some one to whom he 
could pour out his whole soul, and he knew 
that he could get excused, but he wanted to 
be absolved, and that his conscience told 
him that he could not very easily be. 

There must be something very delightful 
in belonging to a rehgion which provides a 
not pecuharly literate man to answer for 
your sins. Lord Festiniog knew that no 
such easy-going faith was available in this 
world, but he got all that he wanted from 
a priest of the Anglican Church — that is to 
say, confession and absolution. 
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It occurred to bim that as lie was ex- 
tremely vexed and worried in every way lie 
would go and walk in Pall Mall. Wliy he 
should have done so is no business of ours. 
Pall Mall is not a place for a disturbed 
spirit. Lord Festiniog belonged to the 
Reform Club, but he was so vexed that he 
walked into the Travellers* by mistake, went 
into the morning room, and took up a news- 
paper. 

The porter had followed him. 

* Are you a member, sir ? ' that fimctionary 
asked. * I do not know you.' 

Lord Festiniog was going to swear, but 
a soft voice at his elbow stopped him. 

' You have come here to see me. Lord 
Festiniog, I think ? ' 

' If you choose to put it so,' said Lord 
Festiniog. 'Why — ^good gracious, it is 
Archdeacon Luxmore ! ' 
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*Let lis come to the Athenaeum,' said 
the archdeacon ; ' we are both members 
there/ 

And at the Athenaeum Lord Festiniog 
made his confession to the archdeacon. We 
are about to betray the secrets of the con- 
fessional. 

When they were settled comfortably 
Lord Festiniog said, ' You know, my dear 
archdeacon, that I am a fool ? ' 

* My religion and my training as a gen- 
tleman prevent my ever contradicting any- 
one,' said the archdeacon. 

' Exactly. If you hke I will prove it to 
you,' said Lord Festiniog. 

* I will take your word for fact, my dear 
friend,' said the Archdeacon. 'I am in- 
chned entirely to agree with you without 
any proofs 

Lord Festiniog continued in a tone 
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which was at first cross, but which after- 
wards grew more genial and confiden- 
tial : 

' I never had much education in the ways 
of the world. I spoilt my two boys, and let 
them do pretty much as they liked. Ger- 
vase always did as I wished him, though I 
have had words with him at times. Iltyd 
never cared very much about me, but I 
loved him the best of the two. Do you un- 
derstand me ? ' 

' Perfectly; 

' Well, Htyd took his own way when he 
grew up. He married a milliner. Mary is 
a most remarkable woman, archdeacon. 
Few women like her. I thought that she 
was not really married, and that Iltyd had 
deceived her. I and my son Ehyader treated 
her like one of the family, and she was our 
humble servant. After twenty odd years. 
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she flew out at us, defied us, aud said, and, 
what is more, proved that she was properly 
married at Leghorn. 

* Good. We had a quarrel, but she won. 
And then comes the most remarkable part of 
the story. My lawyer, James Drummond, 
had access to her for business purposes in 
Italy, and fell in love with her ; not in an 
ordinary way, but in a mad wscy. I will 
make matters as short for you as I can, but I 
must tell you that he was persistently mad 
about that woman, and that he stole her 
child, my own grandson, thinking by this 
means to engage her heart.' 

' A curious way of doing it, was it not ?* 
said the archdeacon. 

' He thought,' said Lord Festiniog, ' that 
if she was left without any tie she would be 
more easily won. He adopted the boy he 
had stolen and brouglit him up. Now, the 
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most astounding thing is this, archdeacon. 
Whether the man Drummond managed it or 
not I can't tell. After above twenty years 
of friendliness that woman, Mary Arnaud, 
quarrelled with me. She started as a mil- 
liner at No. 17, Hartley Street, and the very 
first person shef met in her house was her 
own soUy whom she did not know from 
Adam.' 

* How on earth did that happen ? ' said 

the archdeacon. 

' I don't know,' said Lord Festmiog, ' but 

happen it did. I did not know that the young 
man was my grandson. How should I ? I 
liked him well enough, and of course would 
have done anything for him. In the mean- 
time I drowned him.' 

' That seems a mistake as it stands,' said 
the archdeacon. 

'I did not mean to do it,' said Lord 
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Festiniog. I sent him abroad with Ehyader's 
son, as his tutor. He found out that he, in 
case of Barn's death, would be heir, and 
he — ^well ' 

' Pitched the boy overboard ? ' said the 
archdeacon. 

'Why, no ; he drowned himself to save 
his rival.' 

' A noble creature/ said the archdeacon. 
'Well?' 

' It is all very good to say " Well ! " ' said 
Lord Festiniog, testily. But everything is in 
the most infernal mess. Htyd's son, who 
was called George Dnmimond, is drowned. 
The boy Barri seems a hopeless idiot in con- 
sequence of the sufferings he went through 
in his shipwreck. Mary Amaud, Htyd's own 
wife, after twenty-five years of good beha- 
viour, has bolted to the Continent with my 
family lawyer, taking papers to the value of 
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100,000/. ; taking, in fact, one which could 
not be replaced, and which would utterly 
ruin me if it was discovered.' 

' What could that be T said the arch- 
deacon, for priests are curious. 

'Well, my dear sir, if that paper was 
correct, I am no more Lord Festiniog than 
you are the Pope of Eome. This is safe with 
you?' 

' Certainly ; I am accessory after the fact,' 
said the Archdeacon. ' Proceed in the tale 
of your wrongs.' 

' I think that I ought to be treated with 
more respect by Ehyader and I have fallen 
in love. At seventy — ^what do you think of 
that ^ What advice do you give me ^ ' 

'You seem to have made a tolerable 
mess of it among you,' said the archdeacon. 
' If I was in your place I should most cer- 
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tainly do nothing. What is the missing 
paper, and who is your new lady-love ? ' 

' Well, never mind about the lady ; I may 
get over that business ; I have done so once 
or twice before. The paper is a grant of 
all we hold to the Kilhgrews by Charles the 
Second.' 

'That,' said the archdeacon, 'is dan- 
gerous ; and you should not have told me. 
However, I will shrive you on condition that 
you do the right/ 

And what was that ? 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

A SURPRISE FROM MADAME MANTALENT. 

Lord Festiniog had long ago decided tibat 
life would be worth having were it not for 
its troubles. At nearly the same time Come- 
wall Lewis had come to the conclusion that 
life would be possible without its pleasures. 
Victor Hugo would make out that they both 
meant the same thing. But we are not so 
clever as Victor Hugo, and are perfectly cer- 
tain that they meant something entirely dif- 
ferent. Lord Festiniog desired quiet, diUgent 
action, and Sir George Lewis did not. Lord 
Festiniog said always that the women were 
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driving him to the deuce in his old age. Sir 
George Lewis never said anything of the 
kind. 

Lord Festiniog, however, had very hard 
times. He was sitting one evening with 
Mademoiselle Clotilde at No. 17, when the 
door was opened, and the renegade Mary 
Arnaud walked in, and, without the least re- 
mark, took off her bonnet, placed it on the 
sofa, and requested Lord Festiniog to poke 
the fire ; she then sat down. 

' I want some tea,' she said to Clotilde ; 
' I have been travelling.' 

Clotilde departed with amazing alacrity, 
and left Mary and Lord Festiniog alone to- 
gether, to his immense horror. He felt that 
an explanation must come, and he hated ex- 
planations. 

* Well, my lord,' she began, ' I think that 
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I have made everything right for you. Here 

are the papers/ 

' The papers which you took, Mary ? ' 

' The papers which I took ? I think you 
mean the papers which he took. I got them 
from him. Here they are.' 

'I thought that you had been false to 
me/ said Lord Festiniog. 

' Then you must be a noodle,' said Mary 
Arnaud. 'Look at these papers. They are, 
I fancy, correct. After trusting me so many 
years, you might trust me. for a few more.' 

Lord Festiniog looked at her with admi- 
ration, and then he went through the papers. 
* Mary,' he said, ' you only went with the 
poor fellow who is dead, to get these papers 
for us ?' 

* I do not understand you, my lord. I 
went with him to get these papers. I allow 
that. That I was true to Iltyd — ^I neither 
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insult myself nor you by going further with 
the matter. I got these papers from him ; 
but you speak of him as dead : I left him 
mending.' 

' I have had a telegram which tells me 
that he is dead, however.* 

And Lord Festiniog watched her carefiilly 
to see how she would take the news. 

* Poor James/ said Mary Arnaud with- 
out a show of emotion : ' and so he is 
dead. Poor fellow. He loved me very 
tenderly, and I liked him, to some extent. 
But I am not sorry that he is dead, on the 
whole.' 

' My dear Mary — ' 

' Your dear Mary ! Has not the man been 
the very bane ofmy whole life? A falser friend 
never existed, neither to you nor to me. Can 
I possibly pretend to a regret which I do not 
feel ? Are you sorry ? ' 
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*You are so terribly blunt,' said Lord 
Festiniog. ' I don't mean to say that I am 

very sorry.' 

' Then, what do you suppose I am,' said 
Mrs. Amaud, ' at the removal of the irrita- 
tion of my life ? Lord Festiniog, do you know 
that when I left him he hated me ? ' 

* Perhaps,' thought the old man, * that 
may have something to do with your singular 
coolness about him.' And he quietly went 
over the abstracted papers. 

' The only paper which was of any vast 
value,' said he, quietly, ' is not here ; your 
errand has been perfectly fruitless, I am sorry 
to say. He hed roundly, and has utterly 
deceived you. The paper which would ruin 
us is missing.' 

' I thought that he was rather easy with 
me,' said Mrs. Arnaud. ' What is to be done 
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now, in the name of goodness ? Has he de- 
stroyed it, do you think, in spite ? ' 

* I wish to heaven he had,' said Lord 
Festiniog. * I was a fool to keep it so long, 
I know that. If Ehyader knew of it ! But 
he cannot have destroyed it ; it would be a 
most friendly action/ 

* Well, I don't know what is to be done 
now^ said Mrs. Arnaud. 'He knew the 
contents of this paper, of course.' 

' Why, of course he did, my dear soul, he 
found it, and pointed out its value to me. 
Don't you know that he said to you once 
that I was not Lord Festiniog at all ? If 
another family gets hold of that paper I am 
poorer than the poorest beggar who whines 
for pence at a crossing. If it is known that 
I had it in my possession, and was ever 
aware of its contents, I should be utterly 
disgraced as well as ruined. In God's name 
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keep all this from Ehyader — don't let a 
80ul alive know of what has passed between 
us/ 

* How charmingly you look to-night, 
dear Lord Festiniog,' said a voice, which 
made them both start to their feiet, with 
an exclamation of terror from the lady, and 
a loud oath from the gentleman. 

There, behind them, stood old Madame 
Mantalent, charmingly dressed and smil- 
ing ; they were absolutely dumb with utter 
horror. 

*I have been hstening to you two for 
the last live minutes,' she said, * and have 
hoard every word you uttered. I am a most 
unscrupulous listener ; I learnt the habit at 
my magazin in Paris, where, to tell the 
truth, I made money by it. The instant I 
heard Mario's voice in the passage, I pulled 
my old rheumatic bones upstairs, and here 
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I am. You, Lord Festiniog, look as though 
you wished that I was anywhere else.' 

' Madam, I have not that power of con- 
cealing my thoughts, which is possessed in 
such an eminent degree by your charming 
nation, and by no member of it more than 
yourself. I wish, madam, you had been 
at — (he was going to say Jericho, but substi- 
tuted) — ^Paris before you had heard what you 
have.' 

' My lord,' said the old woman, with a 
strange indescribable radiance in her face, 
which utterly puzzled aud surprised Lord 
Festiniog ; ' my lord, try to recall what I 
have heard.' 

^You have heard me confess my own 
dishonour, madam.' 

* Ay ! ' cried the old woman, ' and I have 
heard my daughter vindicate liers^ and so, 
what is yours to me ? My own long-suffering 
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Marie, take your mother's blessing, and try 
to forgive her for ever distrusting you.' 

They were between the door and him, 
and so Lord Festiniog was obliged to 
escape to the window, against which he 
leant while there was silence in the room, 
broken only by a few sobs. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



LORD FESTTNIOG'S COUKTSHIP, 



' Now, my dear people,' said Madame Manta- 
lent, sinking quietly on the sofa, ' we three 
had better put our heads together over this 
business. This paper must be got hold of 
and burnt. I have managed a few things in 
my time, and I fancy that you could not 
have a better adviser.' 

' Madam, certainly not ! ' said Lord Fes- 
tiniog, ' but you must perceive, from what I 
have let fall, that my honour is in your 
hands. I can move no further in the matter. 
My hands are clean about it (which was 
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a fiction). I cannot tell what I shall 
do.' 

' There is one thing yOu will not do/ said 
Madame Mantalent; 'you will not act, or 
speak to Lord Khyader, or any other human 
being, until you have consulted with us. 
You will promise that ?' 

Lord Festiniog thought for a httle ; at 
last he said : — ' Yes, I will promise that, I 
think that I can say that much.' 

'To be sure,' said Madame Mantalent; 
' and come to us to-morrow morning. We 
will do nothing until we see you, you may 
depend upon that.' 

So Lord Festiniog went. 

He knew that he was partly consenting 
to a dishonourable action. He most entirely 
thought that his son Ehyader would have 
gone at once to the other family, and told the 
whole truth to their utter ruin. Yet he 
could not determine what to do. As he 
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went downstairs, there was nothing, as it 
appeared to him, staring him in the face but 
utter, sheer ruin. He was not like a man 
beside himself, because old training had given 
him the habit of keeping his thoughts to 
himself, but he was utterly and entirely at 
his wits' end. 

As he came into the hall, Clotilde came 
to meet him with a light. 

' My lord,' she said, * come into the 
little back parlour, which is now empty, and 
speak to me ; I see from your face that you 
are in great trouble, you must let me share 
it.' 

He followed her in, and sat beside her on 
the sofa. 

He came very near her, but she did not 
seem to object in any way whatever. He 
took her hand in his, and she did not with- 
draw it ; and then he made a fool of himself, 
not for the first time in his hfe. 
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*Clotilde/ he said, 'I am a very old 
man, is it in any way possible that you can 
love me ? I will try to make you — ' 

* You need not try,' said Clotilde. ' I 
do love you beyond any other man in the 
world.' 

* But, Clotilde, some terrible things have 
happened. I dare not ask you for your hand 
until — until — I know not when.' 

' For my hand !' said Clotilde, wondering, 
' you have got it, have you not— at least my 
right hand ? You shall have the other, if 
you like.' 

* I mean yom* hand in marriage.' 

She stared at him, but without with- 
drawing her hand. ' Why, you never thought 
of marrying me ?* 

* I certainly did.' 

* My dear lord, pray banish the idea at 
once and for ever. I like you better than 
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any man I have ever seen, except my grand- 
jfether, who was very like you, though I 
fancy he had more of the grand air than even, 
you have. Come, there is a kiss for you, 
grandpapa. If I ever marry anyone, I will 
ask you to give me away. But I fancy, 
myself I do not care about a husband, 
husbands and wives perpetually disconcert 
one another ; there is only one other man 
in the world who can make himself a 
worse nuisance to a woman than her hus- 
band.' 

' Who is that ? ' said Lord Festiniog, ' her 
brother ?' 

'Oh, no! her lover,' replied Clotilde. 
* Brothers are by no means objectionable. If 
you quarrel with them you can make it up 
again ; and, even if you do not, they never 
shoot themselves, or another man, or, what is 
still more important, yourself. Husbands 
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and lovers are a mistake. Now, we will 
be real friends/ 

' Certainly/ said Lord Festiniog, and be- 
fore he had time to say more, she went on — 

'Look at Darcy and Heloise, I would 
not change places with her, although she has 
become Lady Hartop. Nobody cares to re- 
ceive her, because she kept shop here. No, 
every one is not so generous as you are, 
Lord Festiniog ; we will be friends, if you 
please, but nothing else.' 

^ Well ! well ! ' said Lord Festiniog, * I 
would have made you happy, in my way. 
Bo happy in your own.' 

* My dear grandpapa,' said ClotUde, ' will 

you have die iroodness to consider what a 

« «~ 

lifc we should have led with the Ehvados if 
we had ever married V 

* Hah ! ^ said Lord Festiniog. * WelL mv 
dear — ^ves — ^I did not think of thai. It is 
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better as it is ; oh, yes ! it is far better as it 
is, though he did urge me once.' 

*Now, then, we are comfortable,' said 
Clotilde. ' Tell me now, as we are in entire 
confidence, what is going on upstairs ? ' 

' But I promised not to mention the mat- 
ter to any human being if I recollect.' 

' If you don't tell me all about it, I will 
tell Rhyader that yOu proposed to me,' said 
Clotilde. 

Lord Festiniog forgot, at once, his duties 
as senator, father, and gentleman. He told 
Clotilde every word of what had passed up- 
stairs, but bound her to secresy as regarded 
every other human being in the whole 
world. 

' I shan't tell anybody,' she said. * I 
wish it had been possible to tell Heloise, for 
she is the most artful little minx in the 
world ; but she has made the mistake of 

VOL. II. N 
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marrying, and is therefore unworthy of con- 
fidence. She would tell her husband. You 
had better leave the matter with those two 
souls upstairs.' 

* I suppose I had better for the present, 
but I am sorely puzzled, and I dare not tell 
Eliyader. You have been a kind friend to 
me, Clotilde — ' 

* And have prevented you making a fool 
of yourself,' she added.' 

' Hardly yet,' said Lord Festiniog, ' that 
still depends on the powere above,' and he 
pointed accidentally with one of Clotilde's 
fingers, and not his own, to the upper story, 
wliore Madame Mantalent and Mrs. Arnaud 
were seated in conclave. 

At this moment there came a loud knock 
at the door. They drew suddenly apart and 
wci^ silent. 

This last incident [may appear strained 
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and improbable to those critics who do not 
reflect that the same thing happens in most 
London houses at least once in five minutes, 
and that they had been talking for at least 
twenty without its happening. The impro- 
bability of the thing lies in its not having 
happened before. 

Some people were in the passage asking 
for Lord Festiniog. ' By heaven/ that noble- 
man exclaimed, ' they are coming in here.' 
And, indeed, Eachel opened the door, and 
admitted Mrs. Arnaud's colly dog, before 
heard of in these pages. Clotilde, with 
the fervour of her nation, at once caught 
him to her bosom and carried him to 
the opposite sofa. But that did not prevent 
Eachel announcing Lord Ehyader and Mr. 
Barri ; nor did it prevent Lord Festiniog jfrom 
sitting bolt upright with an expression on his 
face like that of a man who has robbed a 

N 2 
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bank, and is fully conscious of having the 
whole proceeds on his person when he is 
arrested by the police. 

Suppose that terrible old Mantalent was 
to hobble into the room now, and make 
some frightful disclosure before she could be 
stopped. Suppose she ever were to know the 
frightful nonsense which he had been talk- 
ing to Clotilde. Suppose — well, he supposed 
everything which a guilty man will when he 
fears detection, and he looked such a perfect 
noodle that his own son scarcely recognized 
him. 

' How are you, father ? ' said Lord 
Ehyader. 

' 1 don't know,' said Lord Festiniog. ' I 
thought I did this morning, but I'll be 
hanged if I do now.' 

The boy came towards him, but very un- 
steadily. Lord Festhiiog met him and put 
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him on the sofa beside him. ' This is one of 
your bad days, Barri, eh ? ' 

' Yes,' said Barri, ' one of the days when 
everything goes round. But I am getting 
very much better, grandpa. I am beginning 
to read a httle again now. You will never 
make a man of me, but you may make a 
scholar. Poor George Drummond, he died to 
save me, though it was against his interest. 
My heart would break with joy if I saw him 
again.' 

' We will not,' said Lord Ehyader, ' pur- 
sue that subject. George Drummond is 
drowned. Barri, go upstairs and see Madame 
Mantalent : who, the servant tells me, is 
there.' 

' No ! ' said Lord Festiniog, sharply, ' send 
the boy into the street to walk about. Made- 
moiselle Heloise, would you mind leaving us, 
and taking the dog with you ? ' 
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He went, and he opened the door for 
her, kissed her hand. He then sat down, 
looking anything but a noodle now, and con- 
fronted his son.' 

' Are you going to marry thai lady, sir ? ' 
said Ehyader, haughtily, thereby putting the 
battle-field entirely in his father's hands. 

' No, sir ! ' said Lord Festiniog. ' I asked 
her to inarr}^ me just now, and her answer 
was at once dignified and sensible. She 
pointed out the difference in our ages, and, 
what is more, she showed what extreme 
opposition I should meet with from you. I 
desired to marry that lady, sir, and I asked 
her. She has refused me.' 

' She is a young lady of great sense,' said 
Lord Ehyader. 

' That is a civil thing to say to your own 
father, sir,' said Lord Festiniog, who above 
all things wished to get into a passion, with 
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some sliow of reason. ' I do not see that I 
have done anything to give you reason to 
insult me/ 

' My dear father — ' 

' There, enough, sir, you can go. I desire 
to hold no more communication with you at 
the present moment. I am using every en- 
deavom: to keep a house over your head, 
and I am met in this way.' 

' But I assure you, my dear Lord — ' 

' I am not,' said Lord Festiniog, now 
nearly laughing, but taking a lesson from 
the school of Mademoiselle Clotilde, ' to be 
pacified by endearments, however plausible. 
I request you to leave me, sir, and to beheve 
that I am working for your good.' 

'I cannot understand it,' said Lord 
Khyader ; ' why have you turned against me 
suddenly, after so many years ? * 

' Khyader, go away. There is more 
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hatching in this old Xo. 17 than you dream 
of or must know about. 

Lord Ehyader thought it best to go ; and 
as he led poor struggling Bam along he 
thought, very sadly, that his father was losing 
his head, and that he would soon be master 
of the femily. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

MADAME MANTALENT GOES ON THE WAR TRAIL. 

* Mamma/ said Mrs. Arnaud, when they were 
alone together, ' did you actually suspect me? ' 

' My love, I did/ 

* Then you must make amends.' 

' Yes, in what way ? ' 

' First, you must in future be kinder to 
all of us than you have hitherto been ; and 
secondly, you must assist us by the whole 
power of your brain.' 

' I promise both things, my darling. 
Now let us get to work at once and lose no 
time. From whom did Lord Festiniog get 
this telegram announcing James Drummond's 
death ? ' 
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' From Doctor Holland.' 

' I suppose that the dead man must have 
told him to telegraph to his lordship, then. 
You know more about the late man than any 
one else : had he any relations ? ' 

' None, that I am aware of.' 

' What sort of a man is Dr. Holland ? 
An upright man ? ' 

' One of the noblest and most upright of 
men,' said Mrs. Amaud. 

' That is a terrible nuisance. It is the 
way of the world. You can find rogues 
enough when you don't want them, and then 
when you want one particular man to be a 
rogue, you find him an honest man.' 

* Why do you desire him to be dishonest, 
mamma ? ' 

' It is fortunate that your mother was 
born before you, simpleton,' said the old 
lady. ' Do not you see that by this time he 
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has made an inventory of the dead man's 
goods, and has the paper in his posses- 
sion ? ' 

' That is perfectly true/ said Mrs. 
Amaud. 

' How long were you there with him, did 
you say?' 

' About a fortnight.' 

' What did you represent yourself to 
be?' 

' His sister.' 

' Cannot you go back in the same capa- 
city, and take possession of everything ? 
Why of course you can.' 

' I am sorry to say that we are check- 
mated there again,' said Mrs. Arnaud. 

'Why?' 

' That woman Carlina, who helped him 
to take George from me at Eavenna, had 
followed him there, and she would be pretty 
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sure to tell the tnith, if it was only to spite 
me.' 

* That does not follow/ said madame. 
' Post away and try ; you can do no harm 
by that. Go and see how the land lies.' 

' It is rather a difficult thing for me, but 
if you advise — .' 

' I'll tell you what,' said the old lady, 
' I'll go with you.' 

' My dear mamma, with your rheumatism ! ' 

' I shall howl occasionally,' she «aid, 
coolly ; ' you will explain the reason of that 
to our fellow-voyagers if they exhibit any 
symptoms of terror or alarm. All my pain 
will be amply compensated for if I can have 
the opportunity of matching my art against 
a woman. You are an excellent woman, but 
you are a nigaude, my dear. This Italian 
woman may be worth talking to. I daresay 
that she will give us a vast deal of difficulty, 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 189 

but all that will be intense pleasure to me. 
I only live in a world of excitement. Get 
the things ready, and we will start to-morrow 
morning.' 

' But what are we going to do.^' said Mrs. 
Amaud. ' It seems fearfully like a con- 
spiracy.' 

' It is one, my dear,' said Madame Man- 
talent. ' But you must help in it. The 
family were very kind to you. And more- 
over, you ciin scarcely help yourself, because 
by representing yourself as the dead man's 
sister, and getting possession, with your 
usual cleverness, of every paper but the 
right one, you are deep in it already.' 

This was obviously true, and Mrs. Arnaud 
abandoned herself to her fate, only remark- 
ing to her mother that they must be veiy 
careful, or that they ^vould find themselves 
in Coldbath Fields prison. 
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Madame Mantalent assented to this. ' It 
shows you, my dear,' she • said, ' how ex- 
tremely careful we should be. Don't com- 
mit yourself and don't sign anything. Allow 
me to observe that it is not good ton to 
speak to a woman with chronic rheumatism 
(and that woman your own mother) of Cold- 
bath Fields. It is sufficient of itself to bring 
on a violent lumbar attack. 

' Well mamma, I trust you, and I will 
do everything you tell me. I have given 
you very much trouble in my life, and I will 
try to be dutiful now.' 

' The result of which, my dear, will be 
that we shall probably end our days in jail. 
English jails are, I believe, very insufferable, 
but they cannot possibly be worse than the 
streets of London. In jail, my dear, there 
are neither shoeblacks, costermongers, nor 
whistling boys. If they place a shoeblack 
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outside my cell, I have about me, in my 
stockings, tjie means of putting an end to an 
existence which Providence evidently had 
decided to have lasted too long.' 

' But you don't carry poison in your 
stockings, mamma,' said Mrs. Arnaud, 
anxiously. 

^ Far from it, 'my dear. I only speak as 
a milliner. From my knowledge of textile 
fabrics I could hang myself in my stockings 
most dexterously, that is all.' 

' I could easily cut you down, mamma,' 
said Mrs. Arnaud, anxious to keep the old 
lady in good humour 

' My dear, no,' she rephed. ' I get my 
stockings from a French firm, not from an 
English one. Go down and see if Lord 
Festiniog has gone.' 

The report was that Lord Festiniog had 
been gone a long time. That Lord Ehyader 
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had been there Avith Barri. That Clotilde 
was waiting supper, and that everything was 
quiet. Madame Mantalent descended to the 
little back parlour in better humour than she 
had been in for some years. 

The aged female warrior scented a battle. 
The quarrel was none of hers, but the fight- 
ing was by no means less pleasant for that. 
In the middle ages Italians, Germans, Poles, 
Swiss, nay even it is said English, Scotch, 
and Insh, used to take part in wars with 
which they had logically no connection 
whatever. Mr. Dugald Dalgetty had no 
personal quarrel with any human being, and 
had very few political ideas. Madame 
Mantalent wished well to her species, but 
she liked fighting them. She was hungering 
for a battle when she came down to supper. 
She had made a grand 'pax with Mrs. Arnaud, 
which she intended to keep — ^in the first 
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place because she really admired her ; in the 
second place because she had got to love 
her; and in the third place because she 
was dead afraid of her. She argued that 
from her late conduct you could never 
tell what Mary Arnaud would do next; 
she was like a fire or torpedo ship, and 
Madame Mantalent wished to be in com- 
mand. 

At the same time it was not to be sup- 
posed that the old lady had got rid of her 
temper all at once ; she wanted an object for 
it, and she discovered one in Clotilde. When 
she had eaten her supper she ordered off 
Mrs. Arnaud to pack up, and then asked 
Clotilde, in the presence of Eachel, who was 
clearing away, 

' Are you going to marry Lord Fes- 
tiniog ? ' 

'No.' 

VOL. II. 



' You are a fooL if ever there was one in 
thl« world. All my family appear to be 

idiots/ 

Mrs. Amaud suddenly appeared in the 
doorway. ' Mother/ she said, ' what did you 
promise ? ' 

' lliglit, child/ said the old lady. 
* Clotilde. I am sorry for what I said. 
Rachel, there is the baker ringing at the 
door-bell. Clotilde, put me to bed, for I 
cannot disguise from you, my dear, that 
Marie and I are bound for a long journey to- 
morrow.' 

Clotilde took her aunt to bed, helped to 
undress her, and tucked her in. This took 
a considerable time, because*, although the 
old lady was by no means ' made up,' yet — 
well — she had the habit of making a long 
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toilet, both when she went to bed and when 
she got out of it. 

On this occasion her toilet was assisted 
by a character which has scarcely appeared 
in these pages : Mrs. Arnaud's colly dog, 
the one which was sent to her from the 
rehgious house in which she had lived so 
long. Kover got on the old lady's bed when 
she was putting that finishing touch to her 
hair which some old ladies consider neces- 
sary before they go to sleep, lest, we suppose, 
death should overtake them before they 
awake, and hurl them into eternity with their 
hair out of curl. Eover, we say, got on the 
bed and Ucked her face. The old woman 
did not hit him with her hair-brush, but 
spoke kindly to him. She noticed that 
Kachel was in the room, and asked her to 
put her pillow straight : this from her was 
a compliment. 

2 
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' A long journey to-morrow, Bachel,' she 
^d; • and then the long journey of all. You 
will trv to remember me kindly, Eachel, will 
you not ? ' 

Sachel was about to reply, when Mrs. 
Amaud entered suddenly. She was very 
pole, and her eyes were a little dilated, but 
she was perfecUy firm. 

' Qotilde and Eachel, go upstairs. By 
this door. Leave the dog.' 

They went, and she sat on her mother s 
bed. The dog growled, but she laid her 
hand on his neck and he was pacified. 

' Mother ! mother ! ' she said. ' What 
shall we do now ? There is a message from 
the sea.' 

' I always beUeved that there would be,' 
said the old woman, rising in her bed. ' I 
have dreamt of it, and prayed for it. Where 
is he?' 



NUMBER SEVENTEEN, 197 

' Will you let the man come in and speak 
for himself ? ' 

' What, George ? ' 

' No, only a sailor/ 

' Let him come at once,' said the old 
lady. A Frenchwoman who knows how 
to manage her complexion is afraid of no 
man.' 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

WHAT MADA3IE MANTALEXT DID WITH HER 

WATCH. 

Few contrasts ever seen in this world could 
ever have been greater than that between 
the old Frenchwoman sitting up in her bed, 
and the sailor who came into the room. Her 
complexion was like a very pale rose — ^his 
was very much like a rather badly burnt 
brick. But they had something in common : 
they both had grand bold black eyes; and 
Mrs. Arnaud, standing in an atmosphere 
composed of eau de cologne on the side of 
her mother, and bad tobacco on the side of 
the sailor, came to the conclusion that neither 
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of them were particularly afraid of any- 
thing. 

' Madam/ said the sailor, ' I hope I see 
you well.' 

' I am rheumatic, sir,' she said ; ' but 
otherwise perfectly well. I am bound for a 
journey to-morrow. Will you state your 
intelligence ? ' 

' I come to speak of Mr. George Drum- 
mond, madam,' said the sailor. ' He requested 
me to come, in case I should escape. He 
said that his relations lived here, and I have 
done as he told me.' 

' You see, sir,' said Madame Mantalent, 
* his grandmother and his mother, pray pro- 
ceed.' 

' When the "Newcastle " was lost, madam, 
I stayed with him and with the captain. 
When she went down — ^we all three on the 
same piece of wreck — and a very few hours 
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passed before we were seen by two ships. 
They both bore down upon us at once. One 
apparently homeward bound, got nearer to 
us quicker than the other, but passed a little 
to leeward. I left the spar and struck out 
for her, because I wanted as a poor man to 
get home. The captain and Mr. Drummond 
not being such active swimmers as I am, pre- 
ferred to risk being taken up by the other 
ship, and I saw them both taken on her deck, 
apparently safe and sound. I expected to 
have been home long ago, but, with my 
usual luck, the Italian bark which picked me 
up lost her foremast and was driven out into 
the Atlantic by the easterly wind which fol- 
lowed the gale. We were glad to make the 
west coast of France before we were right. 
Here I got a berth back to the Mediterranean, 
and telegraphed to my wife from Brest. The 
French people made such a mess of my 
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English that she never understood any more 
than that I was alive, and as our owners had 
paid her as if I was dead, she didn't bother 
them. But, to make a long story short, both 
the captain and Mr. Drummond were taken 
safe on board an outward bound ship.' 

' But did she not signal her name ? ' said 
sharp Madame Mantalent. 

* She did, madam, but I fairly tell you 
that if she had I should not have remem- 
bered it. I was very much knocked about 
by the sea. I can only repeat that Mr. 
Drmnmond was perfectly safe when I ^aw 
him last.' 

* On board the outward bound ship ? ' 
said Madame Mantalent. 

' By no means, madam. I have seen 
Mr. Drummond since. I have seen him at 
Bordeaux. He is coming to England as 
fast as he can, but his leg was broken, it 



202 NUMBER SEVENTEEN, 

seems, and for some reason or another he 
seems in no hurry.' 

'There is no great reason for him to 
hurry,' said Madame Mantalent. ' Well, sir, 
we are very much obUged to you. Would 
you kindly accept my watch ? It is a Brequet, 
and of no use to you, I dare say, but you 
can exchange it for an English chrono- 
meter, you know. So, good bye.' 

' Stop one moment, sir,' said Mrs. 
Amaud, speaking to the sailor, with 
Madame's watch in his hand. 

' Did Mr. Driunmond tell you by what 
route he was coming home? I am his 
mother, and I wish to see him.' 

* I can tell you that, madam, I think,' 
said the sailor. *He was coming through 
the Alps, and down the Ehine.' And so the 
sailor departed. 

' What are we to do now, mother ? ' said 
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Mrs. Arnaud. ' Is there any use for my 
trying to intercept him ? ' 

* Not the remotest, my dear. He would 
be of no earthly use in any way whatever. 
You and I have to commit what the world 
would call a crime together; and, to tell 
you the truth, I would rather that your son 
was out of the way, at this moment. He is 
alive, and that is enough for you. Let him 
go. You and I must hunt in couples, and 
get that .paper back. I think we owe that 
to the family. We will start to-morrow 
morning.' 

The inteUigence of the declaration of a 
most bloody war, or the result of a Univer- 
sity boat race, generally arrives at some 
parts of Her Majesty's dominions long before 
the fact has scientifically taken place. The 
telegraph has set back the dial of Ahaz. 
Science triumphs when she tells us that 
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things are known in Constantinople before 
they have (chronologically) happened in 
England. The sun is too slow for us. The 
University race is, according to Calcutta 
time, rowed at midnight, and they get the 
result of it on their breakfast tables, in the 
early morning, just when our children are 
being put to bed. 

Mrs. Amaud and Madame Mantalent 
started early in the morning to catch Carlina 
and bargain with her about the lost paper. 
Neither of them had travelled very much, 
and they thought that they were making 
good speed. 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 205 



CHAPTEK XVn. 

MADAME MANTALENT DEFEATS ENGLAND AND 

PRUSSIA. 

In due course of time they arrived at St. 
Goar. Madame had behaved very well, and 
was singularly gracious. She occasionally 
showed slight symptoms of rheumatism by 
giving wild yells in improper places, but she 
was very amiable. At Aix-la-Chapelle she 
howled in the middle of high mass, and 
being asperged with holy water by a priest 
on her back, for the purpose, as he after- 
wards explained, of driving the evil spirit 

out of her, shook her fist in secret, and 

« 

said words about the Eoman hierarchy 
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whi^rh we decline to rei>eat, both on religious 
and on i)olitical grounds. Ultramontane as 
madame most emphatically was, she uttered 
words which are more fitly left, in our 
opinion, to the ear of her spiritual director 
tlian to that of our readers. She simply 
ex[)ressed her opinion about the too liberal 
use of holy water in a way which might 
have satisfied the gentleman who is tradi- 
tionally supposed to have an extreme horror 
of it in anv form. The fact is, that she 
referred the ministering priest personally to 
that gentleman. It was a mistake on her 
part, cleiirly ; but we only say that Madame 
Mantalent behaved, for her, like an angel. 

Miu'y Arnaud was always good-natured. 
Sl)e was a trifle colourless, perhaps, but she 
was al>vaj's resolute enough and good- 
naturoil enoucfh. She had a way of view- 
ing life which was a little different to that of 
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ordinary people. Notliing would ever have 
induced her. to commit a crime for herself, 
but she did not hesitate to do anything very 
strange indeed for those she loved, and who 
had been kind to her. Of course she ought 
to have been a heroine, and have refused to 
act in the matter of this paper ; but alas ! 
she was no more of e heroine than old 
Madame Mantalent, who would, now her 
blood was up, have most wiUingly injured 
Carhna and half a dozen more people who 
stood in her way. 

You are angry with Lord Festiniog. He 
beliaved shamefully, there is no doubt about 
that. His duty was perfectly clear. He 
should never have concealed that paper, in 
which he beheved. He should have done 
his duty. He should have put it in the 
hands of the family, and have gone out into 
the world a beggar; leaving Ehyader, his 
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wife, Barri, and George Drummond without 
one solitary penny in the world. But he 
was a very immoral old man, and he did not 
see his way to doiiig it. 

It may be supposed that, with an honest 
old gentleman like Lord Festiniog, there was 
some mental struggle about the matter. 
That he thought he was doing wrong, is 
perfectly certain, but there was no mental 
struggle whatever. He was called upon, as 
he thought, to give up so many thousands a 
year, which his family had enjoyed, not 
entirely without benefit to the State, for two 
centuries. He determined most emphati- 
cally not to do it, and he invoked a male- 
diction on his own head, similar, though 
rather stronger than that used by Madame 
Mantalent in the Dom Kirk of Aachen, if he 
did anything of the kind. 

His idea was that the deed would be 
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brought to him, and that he could buy it. 
He had a faith about that, because the deed 
was worth more to him than to anyone else. 
He let the two women go to see what they 
could discover, and with a degree of cowar- 
dice, stopped at home himself, to see what 
they could do. 

The women were avenged on him ; they 
had considerably better times than he had. 
Had that excellent old lady, Madame Man- 
talent, known, while she was travelling up 
the Ehine, with her daughter, what a tre- 
mendous pickle Lord Festiniog was in at 
No. 17, I am afraid that her amiability 
would have become angelic. It was one of 
the great points in that sainted woman's 
character that she was always most cheerfiil 
when she saw her fellow-creatiures in distress. 
She would have loved Lord Festiniog, had 
she known the state of affairs at No. 17. 

VOL. II. P 
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She would have given him money. She 
would have lent him her air-cushion. She 
would have sat by his bedside till he swore 
at her, and then have sat like a saint. Alas ! 
she never saw Lord Festiniog in his agony. 
She would have given all she was worth for 
it, but it was denied her. 

They arrived at St. Goar. Mrs. Amaud 
took rooms, and then went to see the doctor. 
He was in his room, and she knocked at the 
door ; they interchanged greetings, but Mrs. 
Amaud saw at once that the doctor was cool. 

There was a little indifferent conver- 
sation about the death of James Drummond, 
and then she said : — 

'I have come mainly about my poor 
brother's papers and effects.' 

* Mrs. Arnaud,' he said, ' I am very sorry 
to say that I cannot put myself in communi- 
cation with you on the subject. Before I 
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give up one single paper, you must swear 
before the Mayor that you are his sister.' 

' I can't do that,' said Mrs. Arnaud, 
promptly. ' I would if I could, but I can- 
not. I am not his sister. Now you have 
the whole truth.' 

' Good ! ' said the doctor. * Are you 
any relation to him ? ' 

' No. May I look through his things ? ' 
The doctor hesitated, and then said : — 
' Mrs. Arnaud, you inspire such confi- 
dence, that I will do wrong and say yes.' 

' God bless you for that,' said Mary 
Arnaud. ' Come, I will tell you this much 
of the truth. The man loved me, but I 
could never love him. He did me the most 
irreparable wrong that man could do to 
woman, yet I was kind to him at last.' 
' Most kind. He did not marry you ? ' 
' Sir,' she said, ' you utterly mistake me. 

p 2 
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lie did me a wrong, inconceivably greater 
than the one of which you are thinking. He 
got me away alone after Htyd's death, and 
he stole my child, with the assistance of that 
woman, Carlina, who is here now. It was 
done at Eavenna, and that woman knows it. 
I forgave him because he, for my sake, 
brought the boy up as his own son ; and the 
boy is alive, and, I hope, will live to comfort 
my old age.' 

'Will you, Mrs. Arnaud,' said the 
doctor, ' kindly tell me what you wish me 
to do ? Yours is a very singular story, and I 
liave the very firmest faith in it. But, my 
dear madam, the last time you left here, you 
carried away a large number of his papers ; 
and I woidd greatly prefer the presence of a 
notary before you go through his effects/ 

' My dear doctor, you are stronger than 
I am, and I am not likely to steal any of his 
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papers. Let us, by all means, have a 
notary, and I will go through them with 
you.' 

' I shall be most happy to do so,' said 
the doctor, ' but you spoke just now of 
the woman Carlina. She has left this 
place.' 

'Yes?' 

' Yes ; she has gone, I beheve, to 
England, but I am not sure. However, if 
you will wait I will send for the notary, and 
do as you desire.' 

' May my mother be present, doctor ? ' 

' Surely, Mrs. Arnaud, I will agree to 
that.' 

The notary came, the effects were exa- 
mined, but the paper was not to be dis- 
covered. 

The poor man had brought away at 
least seven thousand pounds with him, that 
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was found perfectly secure ; but there was 
no trace whatever of the important docu- 
ment. The notary got a little impatient. 

' Mrs. Arnaud/ he said, in perfectly good 
English, ' you, under pretence of being the 
dead man's sister, carried off to England his 
papers. That is a matter which you cannot 
deny.' 

This was turning the tables with a ven- 
geance. 

' I took away the papers which he gave 
me,' said Mary Arnaud. 

' My dear madam, that is no answer.' 

' I don't know anything about answers,' 
said Mrs. Arnaud. ' I wish I had never 
come here.' 

' That is likely, madam. You confess to 
having carried off his papers under false 
pretences. I am afraid I must ask the 
Mayor to put you imder arrest. It seems 
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rather a black case. It was a terribly black 
case,' the notary continued ; '• in the Conti- 
nental fashion of believing everyone to be 
guilty until they were found innocent, un- 
like our similar procediure, which is radically 
different. You took away the dead man's 
papers, and have, it seems, returned for 
one which you missed. What was that 
paper ? ' 

' Am I under examination ? ' said Mary 
Arnaud. 
■ ' No.' 

' Then why do you assume all this against 
me? What right have you to do it? Be 
quiet until I send for my mother.' 

Madame Mantalent was not long in 
coming. The Frenchwoman faced the 
Prussian as the Ophiophagus Elaps faces the 
Cobra. She, at all events, had never forgiven 
the advance of Blucher from Ligny to 
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Waterloo, tliough she liad long ago forgiven 
the English, Scotch and Irish for standing in 
that rain of iron for so many hours, and, in 
fact, considered Wellington only inferior to 
Buonaparte and Moreau. She was nearly 
old enough to have heard of Eossbach. 
She faced the Prussian notary with what 
may be called, without disrespect, an evil 
eye. 

' What have you been saying to my 
daughter?' she asked, stamping her stick 
upon the ground. 

' I have been saying, madame, that your 
daughter has removed Mr. Drummond's 
papers before his death, and has carried them 
to England. She has represented herself as 
his sister, and now confesses that she is no- 
thing of the kind ; that under the Prussian 
law is what you call in England felony. We 
cannot disguise from ourselves, madame, that 
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she has returned to seek a paper which she 
missed, and we must detain her/ 

' Did the dead man,' said Madame Man- 
talent slowly, ' give her a receipt in fiill, wit- 
nessed by the doctor, for all the papers she 
took ? ' 

' He certainly did,' said the doctor. 

' We can produce the document,' said 
Madame Mantalent, ' but that is of very little 
matter. We have come back to recover a 
paper which belonged to the dead man, and 
which was certainly, in his possession, as we 
know. Now, I want to ask you two 
scoundrels, you, Prussian notary, and you, 
quack English doctor, wliat you have done 
with it between you ? I have more money 
than you two put together, and I will hunt 
you from one court to another. What have 
you done with it ? You have not a leg to 
stand on. K my daughter was dishonest, 
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would slie have come back here to seek it ? 
You have the paper between you, and if 
there was law in Prussia, I would make you 
give it up : but I will take uncommonly good 
care, doctor, to denounce you in England as 
a swindler.' 

To say that Mrs. Arnaud was taken by 
surprise by her mother's flank movement is 
to say nothing. She had had so many sur- 
prises in this world that another was nothing 
to her. I am sorry to say about my very 
dear friend that she was pretending to weep 
behind her handkerchief, while she was 
choking with laughter, about the way in 
which her mother had turned the enemies' 
flank. She thought that the conclusion was 
the best. 

' Gentlemen,' she said, rising and whisk- 
ing her handkerchief ' I am an old woman, 
near my grave. You have been tempted,* 
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doubdess, as many of us have, and you have 
yielded to temptation. I am a woman of 
business. You have the document I require 
here ; I am rich, and I will give you a thou- 
sand sovereigns for it.' 

And so she marched off to bed. The 
Englishman and the Prussian were no match 
for the old Frenchwoman. She had entirely 
beaten them, and the doctor only desired to 
get her out of the house. There was no 
more talk of arrest ; and when Mrs. Arnaud 
was putting her mother to bed, she mildly 
remonstrated with her. 

' Mamma, you went too far.' 

' You can never do that, my dear. I 
have played the low insular game of cribbage, 
and if you peg too far you may be detected 
and have to go back ; but you will find, if 
you raise a sufficient argument, that your 
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adversary in the next hand will not play 
well, and so you gain in any ^vay.' 

' But, mamma, were you right in saying 
those dreadful things about them ? ' 

' My dear, they have not got the paper. 
Besides, even if they had, I offered them a 
thousand pounds for it, and they neither of 
them had presence of mind to refuse. That 
in England would be twenty years' penal 
servitude for either of them. Their tongues 
are tied. 

' I wonder where the paper is,' said 
Mrs. Arnaud. 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

ONE SMALL FLAME GOES OUT. 

It is very painful for the present writer to 
speak of the fearful disasters which came 
down so suddenly on the most venerated 
liead of Lord Festiniog. Of course, our 
moral readers will quarrel with us at once 
when we say that he was a good old fellow, 
and that there really was no harm in him. 
He wanted to possess the property, and he 
believed in the vaUdity of a certain docu- 
ment, which was not worth the paper on 
which it was written. 

He let the two women, Mrs. Arnaud and 
Madame Mantalent, go to St. Goar to see if 
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they could recover it. That was extremely- 
wrong. They made an utter failure, which 
served him right. Still, Nemesis punished 
him somewhat heavily; for the woman, 
Carlina, had taken the paper straight to 
Lord Ehyader, and before she had been 
with him half an hour, George Drummond 
had arrived from Marseilles. 

Lord Ehyader — who was now in the 
House — was among pjrramids of blue books. 
He was thinking about making a speech, 
which has never been made. He heard a 
rustle in his study, and swore under his 
breath. Seeing that it was only his valet, 
he kept his temper. 

' An ItaUan woman wishes to see your 
lordship,' said the valet. 

'Am I an organ-grinder man?' said 
Lord Ehyader, * that you should talk to me 
of an Italian woman ? ' 
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' You had better see her, my lord. It is 
that woman, Carlina.' 

' Oh, I see. Send her up/ 

Up came the ItaUan woman, and went 
straight to the point. She told Lord 
Ehyader very much which he had guessed, 
but a great deal which he did not know. 
She pointed out that she had a certain paper 
in her possession, which deprived the Fes- 
tiniog part of the family of all their inheri- 
tance, and gave it to the Killigrews.' 

' May I see this paper ^ ' he asked 
Carlina. 

' No, my lord, it is in safer hands than 
mine.' 

' You will give me time for deliberation, 
will you not ? ' said Lord Ehyader. 

'I can only give you two hours,' said 
Carlina. 

' I am all abroad over this matter,' said 
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Lord Ehvader. ' I ^vish for advice. Could 
you possibly meet me in two hours from 
this time, at Xo. 17 Hartley Street, Caven- 
dish Square ? ' 

Carhna hesitated, ajid looked at him. 
At last she said : — 

' The English word is to be trusted. 
Will you swear to me, from being assassi- 
nated in that horrible house ? ' 

Lord Ehyader gave his word to her. 
He said : — ' I do not quite understand what 
you mean. No. 17 is pleasantly remem- 
bered by some of our family.' 

'Yoiu: family are idiots,' she replied. 
' Mrs. Amaud, Madame Mantalent, Clotilde, 
and Heloise, are all Jesuits. Every one.' 

'Well, my dear madam,' said Lord 
Ehyader, ' I will see you safe through yom' 
visit. Do not fail us.' 

Lord Ehyader went at once to No. 17 ; 
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the door was opened by Eachel ; he was 
shown into the back-parlour by Clotilde; and 
there sat, looking extremely tired and worn, 
George Drummond. 

' Cousin George/ said Lord Ehyader, 
' we all thought that you were drowned. 
We are very glad to find that it is not the 
case.' 

' Cousin Ehyader,' said George Arnaud, 
'it would have been better had I been 
drowned. I risked my life to save yoiu* boy. 
That is acknowledged ? ' 

'Most fully,' my dear Arnaud. God 
knows how fully.' 

' Have I omitted any duty to your 
family?' 

' Certainly none.' 

* Suppose I were to tell you that there 
was no family. That we were beggars and 
impostors, what would you do ? ' 

VOL. II. Q 
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' I siq^Kfie that the woman, Carlina, has 
been with yoa ? ' said Lord Bhyader. 

' Well, she has/ 

"What do you propose to do, George 
Amaud? ' said Lord Bhyader. 

'Give up everything,' said George 
Amaud. ^ Put the thing in Chancery, and 
let the estate pay, if you like.' 

^ Quite my idea,' said Lord Bhyader. 
*- But my father. Lord Festiniog. What would 
he do?' 

It was rather an alarming question, be- 
cause Lord Festiniog happened to walk into 
the room at that moment ; looking exactly as 
if nothing was the matter, whereas he per- 
fectly well knew that a very great deal was 
the matter. He had heard of Geoige 
Amaud's arrival, and was very glad, appa- 
rently, to see him. He had something on 
his mind : something, which put everything 
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else in the shade. The arrival of George 
.Arnaiid was nothing now. 

' I am glad that you are here, sir,' said 
Lord Ehyader : ' there is this woman, Car- 
lina, who seems to have a great deal more to 
do with our family than I like, coming ; she, 
it seems, holds some deed, which utterly 
disinherits and ruins us. Do you know 
anything about it ? ' 

' Yes, I do,' said Lord Festiniog. ' I 
encouraged Mary Arnaud and Madame 
Mantalent to go to Germany, and try to 
secure it.' 

' Is the document of any value ? ' asked 
Lord Ehyader. 

' Of the greatest value,' said Lord Fes- 
tiniog. ' We are beggars without it. We 
must make terms with the woman, Ehyader, 
or we shall be in the workhouse.' 

' Neither I, nor George Arnaud, will do 

u2 
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anything of the kind, sir. What relations 
have you made over this matter with Mrs. 
Arnaud and Madame Mantalent ? ' 

'They were very brief, Ehyader. I 
think that I was not to blame very much. 
You should not be angry with me, just now.' 

Lord Festiniog looked peculiarly 
troubled. 

' You have,' said Lord Ehyader, ' entered 
into some compact with those two women 
about this Italian woman's paper. I and 
George Arnaud will have nothing to do 
with it. I, for my part, curse it.' 

' Ehyader ! ' said Lord Festiniog, draw- 
ing himself up, ' do not curse your father's 
actions.' 

'Why not, my lord?' said Lord 
Ehyader. 

' Because you have no son left to curse 
your own. Barri died two hours ago.' 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

TEMPTED ONCE TOO OFTEN. 

' So Barri is dead ! ' said George Arnaud. I 
am most deeply sorry. I risked my life for 
him, and I could do no more. Lord Ehyader, 
you will bear me out in that fact.' 

' Certainly. Barri dead ? Yes ! Well ! 
God afflicts us sorely. Why, heaven help 
us, all the property would have gone to 
you, George Arnaud.' 

' My dear Ehyader,' said Lord Festiniog, 
' have you no other word to say when I tell 
you of the death of your son ? ' 

' Everything which is affectionate I will 
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say or write down. But I fancy the boy is 
better out of the world than in it.' 

' Wliy ? ' said Lord Festiniog. 

' Because he would be a beggar like the 
rest of us. He will be an angel in heaven.' 

' Do you mean to give up everything, 
sir ? ' said Lord Festiniog, turning on George 
Amaud savagely. ' I ask you : do you mean 
to do it and retire once more into the original 
beggary from which you were rescued? Are 
you going to follow that ass, noodle, and 
prig of a son of mine in his curses, or are 
you going to behave like a man ? ' 

' Let us come outside and talk, Lord 
Festiniog,' said George Arnaud. 

They went out into the shop, among the 
dresses, and Lord Festiniog said : — 

' My dear George Amaud : I want to 
put a matter before you, and to put it with- 
out temper. I lost my temper just now, with 
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my son, and I apologise for it. There is no 
doubt that your putative father was a great 
scoundrel, and that long after he was married 
he behaved very badly to your mother. 
Now, he got possession of a certain document, 
which would disinherit the whole of us, and 
the woman Carlina has it in her possession. 
Under these circumstances, I ask you, as a 
moral young man, what is to be done ? ' 

George Arnaud, that most moral, excel- 
lent, and admirable young man, sat down in 
a chair in the shop at No. 17, and thought. 
At last he spoke. 

' My lord,' he said, ' I have thought 
through the matter once more' (had he?) 
and I think that on the whole I would buy 
the document from the woman. I think that 
it would be best.' 

Lord Festiniog spoke again. 

* George Arnaud,' he said, ' do you see 
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this ? Neither Ehyader nor myself will ever 
marry again. You will take my title and 
my estates without any dispute. It is in 
your interest that the paper should be got 
hold of and destroyed, as much as any one 
else's. Do you agree to its being done ? ' 

' Ehyader might object/ 

' Fudge,' said Lord Festiniog. ' I am 
not going to consult that noodle. You have 
got to decide whether you will be a beggar 
or a peer. I know that the woman is 
coming here directly. Say the word. 

' Why does not yoiu: lordship say it your- 
self?' 

' Because it is a matter of entire indijQTer- 
ence to me, personally. There will be a 
grand lawsuit, but plenty of money to keep 
me comfortably. As for Ehyader, I don't 
care for him very much. I have liked you 
better lately. Come, decide. 
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' I would buy the paper of the woman 
then, my lord.' 

Lord Festiniog was standing behind 
George Arnaud, and so he could not see 
the look of intense scorn which was on the 
lord's face. He said : 

' It is felony, mind you, and you are con- 
cerned in it with me.' 

George Arnaud said quietly, ' I am in 
good company, my lord.' 

' Then we will both go to hell together,' 
said Lord Festiniog. 

The speech startled George Arnaud 
for a moment. He had meant to be 
very pure over the matter, but he had 
changed his mind. With Lord Ehyader he 
was trying to do his duty ; with Lord 
Festiniog he was prevented from doing it. 
Lord Festiniog — ^he, George Arnaud, was 
the future Lord Festiniog; and from the 
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contemplation of that fact his morality 
suffered. 

I do not wish to dwell on what happened 
almost immediately at No. 17. The Italian 
woman, Carlina, came with her paper, ac- 
companied by her relatives, probably either 
bandits or organ-grinders: George Arnaud 
declares that they were the latter. She gave 
Lord Festiniog the paper, which was not 
worth a shilUng, and he paid her one thou- 
sand pounds in bank notes. When she was 
gone, George Arnaud and he solemnly burnt 
that paper, and Lord Ehyader politely de- 
clined to know anything about the matter. 

- George Arnaud had been tempted once 
too often, and had fallen. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 



CONCLUSION. 



I AM afraid that our story has been very 
immoral, and that every character in it, with 
the exception of the two young French 
ladies, Heloise and Clotilde, and of Lady 
Ehyader, ought to be picking oakum in 
Coldbath Fields. The writer has not a 
single word to say for any one of them, 
except that he likes them, as some people 
have been known to love extremely naughty 
children of either sex. 

It is possible, however, that the reader 
may like to hear how the judgments of 
Nemesis overtook the gang of miscreants of 



236 NUMBER SEVENTEEN, 

whicli the writer has attempted to give a 
sketch. Although they were all engaged 
more or less in a misprision of felony, no 
remarkable judgments overtook them. 

Madam Mantalent's rheumatism and 
obstinacy caused her to remain in Paris 
during the siege, where it has been affirmed 
that she ate her cat. That is totally untrue, 
because her cat is at No. 17 to this day. 
What became of Mrs. Arnaud's pet colly 
dog, who certainly went into Paris, and 
equally certainly never came out again, we 
don't know. Since the Commune business, 
Madame Mantalent has settled in England 
permanently, as she intended to do several 
times before. Her conversation is charming, 
but she objects to any mention of the siege 
of Paris, unless she has all the conversation 
to herself. 

She says that the behaviour of the 
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Germans was extremely odious, but that all 
the Germans in creation were less detestable 
than Madame Virmesch : who induced her 
husband to ruin trade in Paris. She says 
that M. Virmesch was a ^hon garqon* 
ruined by his wife. The Communists, she 
adds, had no taste for colour. The red, 
which they so abundantly used, was extreme- 
ly raw, and by no means of the right tint. 
When madame is examined on the subject of 
French politics^ she is rather puzzling. She 
is not Caesarist, because she says that the lady 
of Chislehurst had never any taste in ribands, 
though she was in other ways a most admir- 
able lady. ' What,' says Madame Mantalent, 
' are you to do with a great lady who wears 
round her neck English eau de Nile from 
Coventry?' In fact, Madame Mantalent 
has quarrelled with the Imperial family on 
the subject of dress. She has also had a few 
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very decisive words with Madame MacMahon 
on the same subject; and Madame Mac 
Mahon has had to yield, at least so it is said. 
Mrs. Grant's head-dress was reported to 
her correspondent as being objectionable : 
she at once wrote to the President of the 
United States. Nay, more : our own Queen 
had on one day a bonnet, which, as Madame 
Mantalent thought, did not suit her; and 
Madame Mantalent at once wrote off to say 
that she would be glad of an interview. It 
was not granted, and No 17 remained with- 
out royal patronage. 

But No. 17 flourished strangely. There 
was a curious atmosphere about it which 
attracted certain people. There was no one 
ever came there who was not in some sense 
a .sinner, but then, who is blameless ? The 
people who came there were people who were 
tired of the world, and who were waiting for 




NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 239 

death. They had all of them more money 
than they knew how to dispose of ; but they 
were tired of the world, and wished to be 

» 

out of it. Lord Ehyader expressed this 
opinion first, and Lord Festiniog rebuked 
him, but Mary Arnaud and Madame Manta- 
lent backed him up. 

' Why need we live ? ' said Mrs. Arnaud, 
' I have lived three lives, and I am tired.' 

' Why were we ever born,' said Madame 
Mantalent? 'For art.^ Nonsense. For 
politics? Once more nonsense. To repro- 
duce ourselves? Again nonsense. There is 
my daughter, is she in any way worthy of 
me ? — ^Yes my darling, you are worth fifty of 
me. Don't mind the old woman. How 
much, happier we shall be when we are 
dead ! ' 

Lord Festiniog was not certain about that. 



240 NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 

He considered that we did not know enough 
about the next world. 

George Amaud backed Lord Festiniog ; 
and the conversation changed, although 
from time to time it was renewed for some 
few years. 

Lord Ehyader was, singularly enough, the 
first to go. He took to his bed, stayed there, 
and died. His last words were very 
solemnly spoken. ' Giraldus Cambrensis,' he 
said, ' was the founder of our house. He 
was a churchman, and I want no scandal in 
the family, but I would sooner have the bar 
sinister on our arms than deny the fact. 
He was head of the Barris. As for the Irish 
Barrys — there — ' Those were his lordship's 
last words. 

It was some time before Madame Man- 
talent went that Clotilde took the veil. 
D'Arcy had come into a great deal of money, 
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and he and Heloise were spinning about in 
the world hke a couple of teetotums. 
Madame Mantalent, as D'Arcy and his wife 
averred, had asked Lord Festiniog to marry 
her, and his lordship had declined, though 
with the greatest pohteness ; urging age, 
which madam said was of no consequence at 
all. 

However, they were not married, and 
Madame Mantalent died. In reality she was 
killed by her rheumatism, but she declared 
that her death blow came from seeing a 
great lady in blue silk with rubies. ' What- 
ever you may say of the Buonapartists, they 
would never have done that' And so she 
closed her eyes and never opened them any 
more. We fancy after all that she died 
in the Buonapartist faith ; and in the 
end only a very high Catholic. There 

VOL. II. R 
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are many worse old women in the world 
than Madame Mantalent, when all is said 
and done, though the present writer w^ould 
much rather be her biographer tlian her 
spiritual director. 

We were in Westminister Hall a few days 
ago, when we saw a woman in deep mourn- 
ing talking to a very tall young man. Both 
of them had their backs towards us, but I was 
perfectly certain that there were not three 
women in England who could carry them- 
selves in the way of the lady in mourning. 
We approached, and they turned; we saw 
before us Mrs. Amaud and a young gentle- 
man, tall, gaunt and melancholy, whom we 
did not recognize, — a man with a large 
beard, ill-trimmed, with a bronzed face, a 
man who frowned at you but did not scowl. 

' My dear Sir,' said Mrs. Amaud, ' I 
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want to get into the House of Commons, can 
you tell me any one who would help me ? 
My son says that it is difficult to-night ; 
let me introduce you. My son, Lord Fes- 
tiniog/ 

'Lord Festiniog?' I said. 'You don't 
mean to say that the dear old man is dead? 
I have been in Scotland, and have never 
heard of it.' 

We went into a recess between the Hall 
and the lobby of the House of Commons, and 
she told us of it. The old fellow had died 
in his chair one morning, and his last words 
had been, ' Divine Providence is mysterious, 
when it permits the increase of the human 
race. What does it all mean? Merely 
misery, sorrow, and sin. Now I am going 
to be happy.' 

Lord Festiniog, whilome George Dram- 
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mond, came up, took his mother's arm, and 
led her away. * You will make an excellent 
peer,' thought we, ' but I liked the dear old 
fellow better than I shall ever like you/ 



^•" 
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from the Earliest Times. By Henry Siebe. Profusely Illustrated. Crown 8yo, 

cloth extra, gilt, 4J. 6d. 

*'We have perused this volume, full of quaint information, with delight. Mr. 
Siebe has bestowed much pains on his work ; he writes with enthusiasm and fulness 
•f knowledge. "—Echo. 

"Really interesting alike to youths and to grown-up. people."— ^y^r^/jwrtw. 
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OONEY'S ENGRAVINGS OP ANCIENT CATHEDRALS, 

H6tels de Ville, Town Halls, &c., including some of the finest Examples of Gothic 
Architecture in France, Holland, Germany, and Italy. 32 large Plates, imperial 
folio, half-morocco extra, £z '3'* ^> 

CONSTABLE'S GRAPHIC WORKS. Comprising 40 highly 
finished Mezzotinto Engravings on Steel, by David Lucas ; with descriptive 
Letterpress by C. R. Leslie, R.A. Folio, half-morocco, gilt edges, £^ 15. 

CORNWALL (PAROCHIAL HISTORY of the COUNTY of). 
Compiled from the Best Authorities, and corrected and improved from Actual 
Survey. Four Vols., 410, cloth extra. 1,-i 3J. the Set ; or, separately, the first 
Three Vols., i6j. each; the Fourth Vol., i8j. 

*,♦ With the Parochial History are embodied the writings of Hals and Tonkin. 
The work also comprises the Jttnfraries of Leland and William of Worcester — 
the Valor of Bishop Veysey—an Historical Account of the personal Campaigfi oj 
Charles I. in Cornwall durin^^ the *' Great Rebellion^'* illustrated with letters, 
diaries^ and other interesting documents never before collected together — a com- 
plete Heraldry of the county— a larger list of Sheriffs than has hitherto been 
publislied — Tales of the population, Domesday manors ^ &>c. 

COTMAN'S ENGRAVINGS OF THE SEPULCHRAL 
BRASSES IN NORFOLK AND SUFFOLK. With Letterpress Descrip- 
tions, an Essay on Sepulchral Memorials by Dawson Turner, Notes by Sir 
Samuel Mevrick, Albert Way, and Sir Harris Nicolas, and copious Index. 
New Edition, containing 173 Plates, two of them .splendidly Illuminated. Two 
Volumes, small folio, half-morocco extra, £6 6s.', Large Paper copies, imperial 
folio, half-morocco extra, ;^8 %s. 

COTMAN'S ETCHINGS OP ARCHITECTURAL REMAINS, 

chiefly Norman and Gothic, in various Counties in England, but principally in 
Norfolk, with Descriptive Notices by Dawson Turner, and Architectural Obser- 
vations by Thomas Rickman. Two Vols., imperial folio, containing 240 spirited 
Etchings, half-morocco, top edges gilt, £Z Zs. 

COTMAN'S LIBER STUDIORUM. A Series of Landscape 
Studies and Original Compositions for the Use of Art Students, consisting of 
48 Etchings, the greater part executed in "soft ground." Imperial folio, half- 
morocco, A I I \s. td. 

COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. Including his Translation of 
Homer. Edited by the Rev. H. F. Cary. With Portrait and 18 Steel EagraT- 
ings after Harvey. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, \os. td. 

** I long to know your opinion of Cowper's Translation. The Odyssey especially 
is surely very Homeric. What nobler than the appearance of Phoebus at the be- 

ginning of the Iliad — lines ending with ' Dread sounding-bounding in the silver 
ow ' ? ' — Charles Lamb, in a Letter to Coleridge. 

CRUIKSHANK AT HOME. Tales arid Sketches by the 
most Popular Authors. With numerous Illustrations by Robert Cruiksnank 
and Robert Seymour. Also, CRUIKSHANK'S ODD VOLUME, or Book 
of Variety, Illustrated by Two Odd Fellows— Seymour and Cruikshank. 
Four Vols, bound in Two, fcap. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, lof. td. 

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two 
Series : The First from 183s to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gather- 
ing of the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew. Albert Smith, 
A'Beckett, Robert Brough, &c. With 2000 Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two \-ery thick 
volumes, 15*.; or, separately, yj. td. per volume. 

ORXnKSHANK'S UNIVERSAL SONGSTER. The large:»t 
Collection extant of the best Old English Songs (upwards of 5000). With 8, 
Engravinfirs on Steel and Wood by George and R. Cruikshank, aad 8 Portraits, 
Three Vols., Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 3 if. 
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CUSSANS' HANDBOOK OF HEBALDRY. With Instnictiotis 
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS.: Rules for the Appointment 
of Liveries, Chapters on Continental and American Heraldry, &c. &c By John 
£. CLS<iANS. Illustrated with 360 Plates and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
gilt and emblazoned, js. 6d. 

CaSSANS' HISTORY OF HBRTFORDSmRE. A County 

History, got up in a very superior manner, and ranging with the finest works of 
its class. By John E. Cussans. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper and 
Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts. Parts I. to YlII. are now ready, price 
3 IX. each. 

•,• An etitirely nnv History 0/ this importa$U County , great aitenti^H hHni 
gizun to all matters pertaining to Family History, 

CUVIER'S ANIMAIj KINGDOM, arranged after its Organiza- 
tion : forming a Natural History of Animals, and an Introduction to Comparatiire 
Anatomy. New Edition, with considerable Additions by W. B. Carpenter and 
J. O. We.stw(X)D. Illustrated by many Hundred Wood Engravings, and nume- 
rous Steel Engravings by Thos. Landseer, mostly Coloured. Imperial 8vo« 
cloth extra, xZs. 

CYCLOPiEDIA OF COSTUME ; or, A Dictionary of Dress— R^, 
Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military — from the Earliest Period in En^and to the 
reign of George the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on 
the Continent, and preceded by a General History of the Costumes of the Princi- 
pal Countries of Europe. By J. R. Planch6, Somerset Herald. To be Com- 
pleted in Twenty-four Parts, quarto, at Five Shillings each, profusely illustrated 
by Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings. — A Prospectus will be 
f>ent upon application. \In course of publication, 

"This, the first number of a Cyclopaedia of Ancient and Modem Costume, gives 
promise that the work, when complete, will be one of the most perfect works ever 
published upon the subject. The illustrations are numerous and excellent, and 
would, even without the letterpress, render the work an invaluable book of reference 
for information as to costumes for fancy balls and character quadrilles." — Standard. 
" Destined, we anticipate, to be the standard English work on dress.** — Builder. 
" One of the most magnificent publications of its kind ever put before the public." 
— Lloyd* s News. 

"Promises to be a very complete work on a subject of the greatest importance to 
the historian and the archaeologist."— Ta^/*?/. 

'* Beautifully printed and superbly illustrated.'* — Standard^ second notice. 

THICKENS' LIFE AND SPEECHES. Royal i6mo, cloth extra, 

■*^ ns.td 

DICKENS* SPEECHES, Social and Literary, now first collected. 

Royal i6mo, cloth extra, xs. 

DISCOUNT TABLES, on a new and simple plan ; to facilitate the 
Discounting of Bills, and the Calculation of Interest on Banking and Current 
Accounts, &c. ; showing, without calculation, the number of days from every day 
in the year to any other day. By Thomas Reader. Post 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 

DODDRIDGE'S FAMILY EXPOSITOR ; or, A Paraphrase and 
Version of the New Testament, with Critical Notes. A New Edition, with 
Memoir of the Author by Job Orton and Dr. Kippis. Imperial 8vo, with Por- 
trait, cloth extra, laf. 

DON QUIXOTE : A Revised Translation, based upon those of 
MoTTEUx, Jarvis, and Smollett. With 50 Illustrations by Armstrong and 
Tony Johanwot. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 10^. 6d. 

DON QUIXOTE IN SPANISH.— EL INGENIOSO HIDALGO 

DON QUIJOTE DE LA MANCHA. Nueva Edicion, corregida y revisada. 
Por Miguel dk Cervantes Saavedra. Complete in One Volume, post 8vo, 
nearly 700 pages, cloth extra, price ^s. 6d. 

DRURY'S ILLUSTRATIONS of FOREIGN ENTOMOLOGY. 

Containing, in 150 beautifully Coloured Plates, upwards of 600 Exotic Insects of 
Xhc East and West Indies, China, New Holland, North and South America, Ger- 
many, &c. With important Additions and Scientific Indexes, by J. O. WasT- 
wooD, F.L.S. Three Vols , 4to, half-morocco extra, £s 5*. 
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DTTLWICH GALLBRT (The): A Series of 50 beautifully Coloured 
Plates, from the most celebrated Pictures in this Collection, executed by the Cus- 
todian, R. CocKBURN, and mounted upon Cardboard, in the manner of 
Drawings. Imperial«folio, in portfolio, £xt j6s. 

DUNIiOP'S HISTORY OF FICTION: Being a Critical and 
Analytical Account of the most celebrated Prose Works of Fiction, from the 
Earliest Greek Romances to the Novels of the Present Day, with General Index. 
Third Edition, royal 8vo, cloth extra, q*. 

•PDGEWORTH'S (Maria) TALES AND NOVELS, Complete. 

•*-■ Including ** Helen '* (her last work). With 38 highly-finished Steel En« 

gravings after Harvey and others. Ten Vols., fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, £1 lor. 

TAe Volumes are sold separately at 3*. td. each, illustrated^ as folUnijs : — 



Moral Tales. 

Popular Tales. 

Belinda. 

Castle Raokrent, Irish Bulls,&c. 

Fashionable Life. 



Madame de Fleury, &c. 

Patronage. 

Comic Dramas, Leonora, &c; 

Harrington, Bores, &c. 

Helen. 



"We do not know that Miss Edge worth in the delineation of manners has, in the 
whole circle of literature, a rival, except the inimitable authors of Gil Bias and 
Don Quixote ; and the discrimination with which the individuality of her persons in 
preserved through all the varieties of rank, sex, and nation, gives to her stories a 
combined charm of truth and novelty, and creates an interest more acute than 
fiction (if fiction it can be called) ever excited." — Quarterly Revietv. 
EDWARDS'S (Jonathan) COMPLETE WORKS. With an 
Essay on his Genius and Writings by H^rv Rogers, and a Memoir by 
S. E. DwiGHT. Two Vols., imperial 8vo, with Portrait, cloth extra, £\ 5s. 
"The * Treatise on the Will * is, to a true philosophy of human nature, as the 
demonstrations of Leibnitz are to modern mechanical science." — Isaac Taylor. 
ELLIS'S (Mrs.) MOTHERS OF GREAT MEN. A New Edi- 
tion, with Illustrations by Valentine Bromley. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 
EMANUEL ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES ; 
Their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for ascertaining their 
Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations, iinted 
and Plain. A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE (The) : A Practical Guide to all in- 
terested in Selecting or Building a House, with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities^ 
&c. By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

•»• TAis book is intended to supply a lon^-felt want^ viz.^ a plain, non-technical 
account of every style of house ^ with the cost and manner of building; it gives 
every variety, from a workman s cottage to a nobleman! s palace, 

TIARADAY'S CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE. 

•^ Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition, Edited by 
W. Crookes, Esq., F.C.S.,&c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illus- 
trations, 4J. 6d. 

FARADAY'S VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE. A New 

Edition, Edited by W. Crookes, Esq., F.C.S., &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 
numerous Illustrations, 4^. 6d. 

FIGUIER'S PRIMITIVE MAN : A Popular Manual of the pre- 
vailing Theories of the Descent of Man as promulgated by Darwin, Lyell, Sir 
ToHN Lubbock. Huxley, E. B. Tylor, and other eminent Ethnologists. Trans- 
lated from the last French edition, and revised by E. B. T. With 263 Illustra- 
tions; Demy 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, q;. 

FINISH TO LIFE IN AND OUT OF LONDON ; or, The Final 
Adventures of Tom, Jerry, and Logic. By Pierce Egan. Royal 8vo, clotb 
extra, with spirited Coloured Illustrations by Cruikshank, 2 if. 
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FLAQELLATION AND THE rLAGELLANTS.— A History 
of the Rod in all Countries, from the Earliest Period to tlie Present Time. By 
the Rev. W. Cooper, B.A. Third Edition, revised and corrected, with numerous 
Illustrations. Thick crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, X3f. 6d, 

FOOLS* PAHADISS ; with the Many Wonderful Adventures there, 
as seen in the strange, surprising Peep-Show of Professor WoUe^ Cobble. Crowm 
4to, with nearly 350 very funny Coloured Pictures, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6d. 

FOX'S BOOK OF MARTYRS; The Acts and Monuments of the 
Church. Edited by Tohn Cumming, D.D With upwards of zooo Illustrations. 
Three Vols., imperial 8vo, cloth extra, £n las. 6d. 

FULLER'S (Rev. Andrew) COMPLETE WORKS. With 

Memoir by his Son. Imperial 8vo, with Portrait, cloth extra, lar. 

"He was a man whose sagacity enabled him to penetrate to the depths of every 
subject he explored ; whose conceptions were so powerful and luminous, that what 
was recondite and original appeared familiar ; what was intricate, easy and perspi- 
cuous,— in his hands ; equally successful in enforcing the practical, in stating the 
theoretical, and discussing the polemical branches of theology." — Robert Hall. 

QJELL'S TOPOGRAPHY OF ROME AND ITS VICINITY. 

^* A New Edition, revised and enlarged by E. H. Bunbury. With a large 
mounted Map of Rome and its Environs (from a careful Trigonometrical 
Survey). Two Vols., 8vo, cloth extra, 15J. 

" These volumes are so replete with what is valuable, that were we to employ our 
entire journal, we could, after all, afford but a meagre indication of their interest 
and worth. .... Learning, applied to the most patient personal research and 
actual examination of every foot of the interesting classic ground which the inquiry 
embraces, is the sure recommendation of this very able and standard work." — 
A thenetum. 

GELL AND GANDY'S POMPEIANA; or, The Topography, 

Edifices, and Ornaments of Pompeii. With upwards of 100 Line Engravings by 
GooDALL, Cooke, Heath, Pve, &c. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 18*. 

GEMS OP ART : A Collection of 36 Engravings, after Paintings by 
Rembrandt, Cuyp, Reynolds, Poussin, Murillo, Teniers, Corrsggio, 
Gainsborough, Northcote, &c., executed in Mezzotint by Turner, Bromley, 
&c. Folio, in Portfolio, £,x lis. 6d. 

GENIAL SHOWMAN ; or, Show Life in the New World. Ad- 
ventures with Artemus Ward, and the Story of his Life. Bv E. P. Hingstok. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, Illustrated by W. Brunton, cloth extra, 7*. 6d. 

GIBBON'S ROMAN EMPIRE (The Decline and EaU of the). 

With Memoir of the Author, and full General Index. Imperial 8vo,with Portrait, 
cloth extra, 15;. 

GILBERT'S (W. S.) DRAMATIC WORKS (** A Wicked World,** 
&c. &C.). One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra. \_In preparation. 

GIL BL AS. — HISTORIA DE GIL BLAS DE SANTILLANA. 

Por Le Sage. Traducida al Castellano por el Padre Isla. Nueva Edicion, cor- 
egida y revisada. Complete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. extra, nearly 600 pp , 4^. &/. 

GILLRAY'S CARICATURES. Printed from the Original Plates, 
all engraved \iy Himself between 1779 and 1810; comprising the best Political and 
Humorous Satires of the Reign of George the Third, in upwards of 600 highly 
spirited Engravings. Atlas folio, half-morocco extra, gilt edges, £^ 105.— There 
is also a Volume of the Suppressed Plates, atlas folio, half-morocco, 31^. 6d. — 
Also, a Volume of Letterpress Descriptions, comprising a very amusing 
Political History of the Reign of George the Third, by Thos. Wright and 
R. H. Evans. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 15*. ; or half-morocco, £,x is. 
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aiLLRAY, THE CARICATURIST : The Story of his Life and 
Times, and Anecdotal Descriptions of his Engravings. Edited by Thomas 
Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood 
Engravings. Demy 4to, 600 pages, cloth extra, 31J. &/. 

*' High as the expectations excited by this descri]^tion [in the Introduction] may 
be, they will not be disappointed. The most inquisitive or exacting reader will 
find ready gathered to ms hand, without the trouble of reference, almost every 
scrap of narrative, anecdote, gossip, scandal, or epigram, in poetry or prose, that he 
can possibly reqiure for the elucidation of the caricatures."—- ^Kor^^r/y Review. 
GLEIG'S CHELSEA PENSIONERS : Saratoga, the Rivals, and 
other Stories. By the Rev. G. R. Glbig, late Chaplain to Her Majesty's Forces. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2^. 

GOLDEN LIBRARY, 
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth, extra gilt, price a*, per Vol. 

CLERICAL ANECDOTES : The Humours and Eccentricities of 

"the Cloth." 
HOLMES'S AUTOCRAT OP THE BREAKFAST TABLE. 

With an Introduction by Georgb Augustus Sala. 
HOLMES'S PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE. 

With the Story of Iris. 
HOOD'S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. Both Series Complete in 

One Volume, with all the original Illustrations. 

IRVINQ'S (Washington) TALES OP A TRAVELLER. 
LAMB'S ESSAYS OF ELIA. Both Series Complete in One Vol. 
LEIGH HUNT'S ESSAYS : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 

other Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduction by Edmund Ollibr. 
MALLORY'S (Sir Thomas) MORT D' ARTHUR: The Stories of 

King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. Edited by B. M. Ranking. 
PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with 
Historical Introduction and Notes, by T. M'Crik, D.D., LL.D. 

POPE'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Reprinted from the 
Original Editions. 

SHELLEY'S EARLY POEMS, AND QUEEN MAB, with Essay 

by Leigh Hunt. 
SHELLEY'S LATER POEMS : Laon and Cythna, &c. 
SHELLEY'S POSTHUMOUS POEMS, the SHELLEY 

PAPE RS &c. 
SHELLEY'S PROSE WORKS, includmg A Refutation of Deism, 

Zastrozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. 

WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited, 
with additions, by Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



aOLDEN TREASURY OP THOUGHT. An Encyclopaedia of 

? notations from Writers of all Times and all Countries. Selected and Edited by 
HEGDORB Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, and gilt edges, js. ftd. 
GrOSPELS (The Holy). Illustrated with upwards of 200 Wood 

Engravings, after the best Masters, and every page surrounded by ornamental 

Borders; Handsomely printed, imperial 4to, cloth, fiHl gilt (Grolier style), 10*. 6d, 

GREENWOOD'S WILDS OP LONDON ; Descriptive Sketches 

from Personal Observations and Experience of Remarkable Scenes, People, and 

Places in London. By James Greenwood, the ''Lambeth Casual." With la 

Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, js. 6d. 

'* Mr. James Greenwood presents himself once more in the character of one whose 

delight it is to do his humble endeavour towards ex^wsing and extiipating sociaL 

abuses and those hole-and-corner evils which afflict society.' " — Saturday Review, 
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GRB VTLLE'S CRYPTOGAMIC FLORA. Comprising the Prin- 
cipal Species found in Great Britain, inclusive of all the New Species recently 
discovered in Scotland. Six Vols, royal 8vo, with 360 beautifully Coloured Plates, 
half-morocco, gilt, £,1 7*- ; the Plates uncoloured, £,^ 14*. td. 

*' A truly admirable work, which may be honestly designated as so excellent, that 
nothing can be found to compete with it in the whole ran^e of Indigenous Botany ; 
whether we consider the importance of its critical discussions, the accuracy of tne 
xlrawinzs. the minuteness of the analyses, or the unusual care which is evident in 
the publishing department." — Loudon. 

GRIMM.— GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the 
Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, with an Intn>duc- 
tion, by John Rvskin. With 23 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of 
Geo. Ckuikshank. Both Series Complete. Sq. cr.Svo, 6s. 6d. ; gilt leaves, js. 6d, 

" The illustrations of this volume . . . . are of quite sterling and admirable art, 
in a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which they 
illustrate ; and the original etchings, as I have before said in the Appendix to my 
* Elements of Drawing, were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rembrandt 
(in some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him) To make some- 
what enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, and 
never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exercise in 
decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt in 
schools." — Extract /rom Introduction by John Ruskin. 

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS. By JonathAxN Swift. With Life 
of the Author, and numerous Wood Engravings. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 5^ . 

GUYOT'S EARTH AND MAN ; or, Physical Geography in ite 
Relation to the History of Mankind. With Additions by Professors Agassiz, 
PiRRCE, and Gray. With 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, 
and copious Index. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4^. 6d, 

P[ALL'S (Mrs. S. 0.) SKETCHES OP IRISH CHARACTER. 

^^ With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood, by Danibl Maclise, Sir 
John Gilbert, W. Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ^s. 6d, 

"The Irish sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford's beautiful English 
Sketches in ' Our Village,' but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
bright." — Blackwood's Magazine, 

HALL MARKS (BOOK OP) ; or, Manual of Reference for the 

Goldsmith and Silversmith. By Alfred Lutschaunig. Crown 8vo, with 46 
Plates of the Hall-marks of the different Assay Towns of the Kingdom. 7*. 6d, 

HARRIS'S AURELIAN ; A Natural History of En^lUh Moths and 
Butterflies, and the Plants on which they feed. A New Edition. Edited, with 
additions, by J. O. Westwood. With about 400 exquisitely Coloured Figures of 
Moths, Butterflies, Caterpillars, &c., and the Plants on wmch they feed. Small 
folio, half-inorocco extra, gilt edges, £,■>, 13*. td. 

HEEREN'S HISTORICAL WORKS. Translated from the 
German by George Bancroft, and various Oxford Scholars. Six Vob., 8vo, 
cloth extra, £,\ x6r. ; or, separately, ts. per volume. 

•»• The Contents of the Volumes are as follows: — Vols, i and .2. Historical 
Researches into the Politics, Intercourse, and Trade of the Ancient Nations 
of Africa ; 3. Researches into the Politics^ Intercourse, and Trade of the Ancient 
Nations of Africa, including the Carthaginians, Ethiopians, and Egyptians; 4. His- 
tory of the Political System of Europe and its Colonies ; 5. History of Ancient 
Greece, with Historical Treatises ; 6. A Manual of Ancient History, with special 
reference to the Constitutions, Commerce, and Colonies of the States of Antiquity. 

y Prof. Heeren's Historical Researches stand in the very highest rank among those 
with which modem Germany has enriched European literature." — Quarterly Review. 

'* We look upon Heeren as having breathed a new life into the dry bones of 
Ancient History. In countries, the history of which has been too imperfectly 
known to afford lessons of political wisdom, he has taught us still more interesting 
lessons— on the social relations of men, and the intercourse of nations in the earlier 
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aj^^es of the world. His work is as learned as a professed commentary on the 
ancient historians and geographers^ and as entertaining as a modem book of 
travels." — Edinburgh Review, 

THE ORIGINAL HOGARTH, 

HOGABTH'S WORKS. Engraved by Himself. 153 fine Plates, 

with elaborate Letterpress Descriptions by John Nichols. Atlas folio, half- 
morocco extra, gilt edges, £1 10s. 

" I was pleased with the reply of a gentleman who, bein£^ asked which book he 
esteemed most in his library, answered ' Shakespeare ; ' bemg asked which he es- 
teemed next best, answered Hogarth.'" — Charles Lamb. 

HOQARTH'S WORKS. With Life and Anecdotal Descriptions 
of the Pictures, by John Ireland and John Nichols. 160 Engravings, re- 
duced in exact facsimile of the Originals. The whole in Three Series, 8yo, cloth, 
gilt, 22J. 6ti. I or, separately, js. td. per volume. 

HOGARTH MORALIZED : A Complete Edition of all the most 
capital and admired Works of William Hogarth, accompanied by concise 
and comprehensive Explanations of their Moral Tendency, by the late Rev. Dr. 
Trusler ; to which are added, an Introductory Essay, and many Original and 
Selected Notes, by John Major. With 57 rlates and numerous Woodcuts. 
New Edition, revised, corrected, and enlarged. DemySvo, hf -Roxburghe, 12*. 6d. 

HOGARTH'S FIVE DAYS' FROLIC ; or, Peregiinations by 
Land and Water. Illustrated by Tinted Drawings, made by Hogarth and 
Scott during the Journey. Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt, los. 6d. 

HOLBEIN'S PORTRAITS OF THE COURT OF HENRY 
THE EIGHTH. A Series of 84 exquisitely beautiful Tinted Plates, engraved 
by Bartolozzi, Cooper, and others', and prmted on Tinted Paper^ in imitation 
of the Original Drawings in the Royal Collection at Windsor. With Historical 
Letterpress by Edmund Lodge, Norroy King of Arms. Imperial 4to, half- 
morocco extra, gilt edges, £$ i.^-f. 6d. 

HOLBEIN'S PORTRAITS OF THE COURT OF HENRY VHI. 
Chamberlainr's Imitations of the Original Drawings, mostly engraved by 
Bartolozzi. 92 splendid Portraits (including 8 additional Plates), elaborately 
tinted in Colours, with Descriptive and Biographical Notes, by Edmund Lodge, 
Norroy King of Arms. Atlas fol., half-morocco, gilt edges, £^0. — The same. Proof 
Impressions, uncoloured, half-Roxburghe, ;^i8. 

HONE'S SCRAP-BOOKS : The Miscellaneous Collections of 
William Hone, Author of ** The Tablc-Book," ** Every-Day Book," and " Year- 
Book : ** being a Supplementary Volume to those works. Now first published. 
With Notes, Portraits, and numerous Illustrations of curious and eccentric objects. 
Crown 8vo. Ufi- preparation. 

HOOD'S (Tom) FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH 
POLE : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 Illustra- 
tions by W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. Square crown 8vo, in a handsome and 
specially-designed binding, gilt edges, ts. 

** Poor Tom Hood ! It is very sad to turn over the droll pages of * From Nowhere 
to the North Pole,' and to thmk that he will never make the young people, for 
whom, like his famous father, he ever had such a kind, sympathetic heart, laugh or 
cry any more. This is a birthday story, and no part of it is better than the first 
chapter, concerning birthdays in general, and Frank's birthday in particular. The 
amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jingling rhymes which children 
love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do full justice to the writer*s 
meaning, and a pleasanter result of the harmonious co-operation of author and artist 
could not be desired." — Times. 

HOOKER'S (Sir WiUiam) EXOTIC FLORA. Containing Figures 
and Descriptions of Rare or otherwise interesting Exotic Plants. With Remarks 
ui)on their Generic and Specific Characters, Natural Orders, Culture, &c. Con- 
taining 333 large and beautifully Coloured Plates. Three Vols., imperial 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, £6 6s, 
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HOOKEB AND QREYILIJS'S ICOKES FUJCUM; or, 

Fij^ures and De:«cnpcioo.s of Ferns, many of which hare been altogether un- 
noticed by ftotani&u, or have been incorrectly figured. With 240 beautifiiUy 
Coloured Platev Two Vols., folio, half- morocco, gik, £13 las. 

HOPES COSTTJM£ OF THE ANCIENTS. lUnstiated in 

upwards of -^20 Outline EngraTii^S containing Re^resentatioos of Egyndan. 
Greek, and Roman Habits and Droses. A New Edition. Two Vols., royal 8to, 
cloth extra, jC^ $'• 

HORNE. —ORION. An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard 
Hen GIST HoKNE. With Photographic Portrait. Tenth Edition. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 7/. 
" Orion will be admitted, by every man of genius, to be one of the noblest, if not 

the very noblest poetical work of the age. Its defects are trivial and conTendonal, 

its beauties intrinsic and supreme** — Edgas Allan Pob. 

HOWE'S (Rev. John) COMPLETE WORKS. With Memoir of 

his Life by Dr. Calamy. Imperial 8vo. with Portrait, cloth extra, t$s, 
HUGO'S (Victor) LES MIS^RABLES. Complete in Three 
Parts.— Part I. FANTINE. Illustrated boards. «.— Part II. COSETTE 
AND MARIUS. Illustrated boards, ax.— Part III. ST. DENIS AND JEAN 
VALJEAN. Illustrated boards, ax. 6d. 

"This work has something; more than the beauties of an exquisite style or the 
word-compelling power of a literary Zeus to recommend it to the tender care of a 
distant posterity : in dealing with all the emotions, passions, doubts, fears, which go 
to make up our common humanity, M. Victor Hugo has stami>ed upon every page 
the Hall-mark of genius and the loving patience and conscientious labour of a true 
artist But the merits of ' Les Mis^rables ' do not merely consist in the concq[>ti(»> 
of it as a whole ; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty.** — 
Quarterly Review. 

HUGO'S (Victor) BY THE KING'S COMMAND. Complete 
English Translation of " L'Homme qui Rit" Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
a*, td. [^Nearly rrady. 

HUME AND SMOLLETT'S HISTORY OP ENGLAND. With 
a Memoir of Humk by himself. Chronological Table of Contents, and General 
Index. Imperial 8vo, with Portraits of the Authors, cloth extra, 15X. 

HUNT'S (Robert) DROLL STORIES OP OLD CORNWALL ; 

or, Popular Romances of the West of England. With Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6d. 

TTALIAN SCHOOL OP DESIGN (The) : 91 beautiful Plates, 
* chiefly Engraved by Bartolozzi, after Paintings in the Royal Collection by 

Michael Angf.lo, Domhnichino, Annibale Caracci, and others. Imperial 

4to, half-morocco, gilt edges, £1 12s. 6d. 

TARDINE'S (Sir Wm. ) NATURALIST'S LIBRARY. 42 vols. 

" fcap. 8vo, illustrated by over 1200 Coloured Plates, with numerous Portraits 
and Memoirs of eminent Naturalists, half (imitation) calf, full gilt, top edges gilt, 
£g 9*. ; or, separately, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. per Vol., as follows: — 

Vols, z to ^. British Birds; 5. Sun Birds: 6 and 7. Humming Birds; 8. Game 
Birds; 9. Pigeons; 10. Parrots: 11 and 12. Birds of West Africa; 13. Fly 
Catchers ; 14. Pheasants, Peacocks, &c. ; 15. Animals — Introduction ; 16. Lions- 
and Tigers; 17. British Quadrupeds; 18 and 19. Dogs; 20. Horses; 21 and 22. 
Ruminating Animals; 23. Elepnants, &c. ; 24. Marsupialia; 25. Seals, &c. ; 26. 
Whales, &c. ; 27. Monkeys; 28. Insects — Introduction ; 29. British Butterflies; 
30. British Moths, &c. : 31. Foreign Butterflies; 32. Foreign Moths; 33. Beetles; 
ji. Bees ; 35. Fishes — Introduction, and Foreign Fishes ;^ 36 and 37. British 
Fishes ; 38. Perch. &c- ; 39 and 40.^ Fishes of Guiana ; 41. Smith's Natural History 
of Man : 4a. Gould's Humming Birds 

JENNINQS' (Hargrave) ONE OP THE THIRTY. With 

numerous curious Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 
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JENNINGS' (Hargrave) THE ROSICRUCIANS : Their 
Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and Serpent Wor- 
shippers, and Explanations of Mystic Symbols in Monuments and Talismans 
of Primeval Philosophers. Crown 8vo, with 300 Illustrations, \os. 6d. 

JERBOLD'S (Blanchard) CENT. PER CENT. A Story Written 

on a Bill Stamp. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
JERBOLD'S (Douglas) THE BARBER'S CHAIR, AND THE 

HEDGEHOG LETTERS. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Son, Blanchard 

Jerrold. Crown 8vo, with Steel Plate Portrait, cloth extra« 7*. td. 

** Better fitted than any other of his productions to give an idea of Douglas 
Jerrold's amazing wit ; the ' Barber's Chair ' may be presumed to give as near an 
approach as is possible in print to the wit of Jerrold's conversation." — Examiner. 

** No library is complete without Douglas Jerrold's Works ; ergOy no library is 
complete without the 'Barber's Chair.' A delightful volume; the papers are most 
amusing ; they abound with sly touches of sarcasm ; they are full of playful wit and 
fancy." — Pictorial World. 

JERBOLD'S (Douglas) BRO WNRIGG PAPERS, AND MINOR 
STORIES. Edited by his Son, Blanchard Jerrold. PostSvo, illust. bds, w. 

JOHNSON'S ENGLISH DICTIONARY. Printed verbatim from 
the Author's Last and most Complete Edition, with all the Examples in full ; to 
which are prefixed a History of the Language and a Grammar of the English 
Tongue. Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, i5jr. 
•«• This is now the only complete edition qfyohnson*s Dictionary in print. For 

a, critical view of the English Language it is indispensable. 

JOHNSON'S (Dr. Samuel) WORKS. With Life, by Murphy. 

Two thick Vols., 8vo, with Portrait, cloth extra, x$s. 
JOHNSON'S LIVES OP ENGLISH HIGHWAYMEN, 
PIRATES, AND ROBBERS. With Additions by Whitehead. Fcap. 8yo, 
16 Plates, cloth extra, gilt, 5^. 

JOSEPHUS (The Works of). Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both the "Antiquities of the Jews," and the "Wars of the Jews." Two 
Vols., 8vo, with 53 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14;. 

XriNGSLEY'S (Henry) New Novel, NUMBER SEVENTEEN. 

In Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 21J., at all Libraries and at the 
Booksellers'. 

KNIGHT'S (H. GaUy) ECCLESIASTICAL ARCHITECTURE 
OF ITALY, from the time of Constantine to the Fifteenth Century, with Intro- 
duction and descriptive Text. Complete in Two Series; the First, to the end of 
the Eleventh Century ; the Second, from the Twelfth to the Fifteenth Century; 
containing 81 beautiful Views of Ecclesiastical Buildings in Italy, several of them 
Illuminated in gold and colours. Imperial folio, half-morocco extra, price ;^3 13*. 6d, 
each Series. 
"To the amateur of architecture, but especially to those who have visited, or may 

intend to visit Italy, this book will be found invaluable." — Times. 

T AMB'S (Charles) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 
"■■^ reprinted from the Original Editions, with many pieces now first included in 
any Edition, and Notes and Introduction by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Por- 
traits and facsimile of a page of the "Essay on Roast Pig.'* Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, ys. 6d. 

** Is it not time for a new and final edition of Lamb's Works — a finer tribute to his 
memory than any monument in Edmonton churchvard? Lamb's writings, and 
more especially his fugitive productions, have scarcely yet escaped from a state of 
chaos." — Westminster Review^ October, 1874. 

"A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains to bring 
together Lamb's scattered contributions, and his collection contains a number of 
pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original appearance in 
various old periodicals." — Saturday Review. 
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** Reprinted with much care from the best editions, or collected from the various 
magazines and journals to which Elia was a welcome contributor, both prose and 
verse will be found delightful reading. The dramatic criticisms, in particular, arc 
almost unrivalled in true taste and quaintly vigorous originality." — Graphic, 

LAMB (Mary and Charles) : THEIR POEMS, LETTERS, and 
REMAINS. With Reminiscences and Notes by W. Carbw Hazlitt. With. 
Hancock's Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. Crows 
8vo, cloth extra, lof. td, ; Large Paper Copies, 2ix. 

" Must be consulted by all future biographers of the Lambs." — Daily News. 
"Very many passages will delight those fond of literary trifles ; hardly any 

portion will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his ^'sX.cs** -—Standard. 

LANDSEER'S (Sir Edwin) ETCHINGS OF CARNIVOROirS 
ANIMALS. Comprising 38 subjects, chiefly Early Works, etched by his Brother 
Thomas or his Father, with letterpress Descriptions. Royal 4to, cloth extra, 

LEE (General Robert E.) : HIS LIFE AND CAMPAIGNS. By 

his Nephew, Edward Lbb Childe. With Steel-plate Portrait by Jbbns, and 
a Map. Post Svo, 9X. 

"A valuable and well-written contribution to the history of the ci^ war in the 
United States." — Saturday Review. 

"As a clear and compendious survey of a life of the true heroic type, Mr. Childe's 
volume may well be commended to the English reader." — Graphic. 

"Though the American War came to a close now almost exactly ten ^ears ago, and 
though the memory of the doings of many of the men who took i>art in that disas- 
trous struggle is almost lost, there remains one memory the brilliancy of which is 
still unclouded. General Robert Lee, the man upon whom for so many months the 
whole of the Confederate hopes seemed to hang, won for himself the admiration, not 
only of those who could appreciate military genius, but of those who could under- 
stand high honour and that honesty which gives the best charm to manhood. ' The 
Life of General Lee,' by Mr. Lee Childe, is a work that deserves the most care^l 
attention. Not only does it bring in connection with the early life and training of 
Robert Lee some things which will help to a better understanding of what his 
character in manhood was, but it gives, in the fullest and best forms, accounts of the 
military operations which he conducted. . > . . Mr. Childe has given us a most 
valuable book : not the least valuable part of it being the introductory chapter, in 
which the causes that led to the American Civil War are stated with a fairness and 
clearness that we have not met with before." — Scotsman. 

LEMPRIERE'S CLASSICAL J^ICTIONARY. Miniature 
Edition. Containing a Full Account of all Proper Names mentioned in Ancient 
Authors, and much Information respecting the Usages and Habits of the Greeks 
and Romans, corrected to the present state of knowledge^ i8mo, embossed 
roan, 5J. 

LIFE IN LONDON; or, The Day and Night Scenes of Jerry 
Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With thb wholb of Cruikshank's vbry 
Droll Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 

LINTON'S (Mrs. E. Lynn) PATRICIA KEMBALL : A Novel. 

New and Popular Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, ts. 

** A very clever and well-constructed story, original and striking, and interesting 
all through. ... A novel abounding in thought and power and interest." — Times. 

•* Perhaps the ablest novel published in London this year (1874) . . . We know of 
nothing in the novels we have lately read equal to the scene in which Mr. Hamley 
proposes to Dora . . . We advise our readers to send to the library for the story. 
— A thenaum. 

'* This novel is distingtiished by qualities which entitle it to a place apart from the 
ordinary fiction of the day ; . . . displays genuine humour, as well as keen 

social observation Enough graphic portraiture and witty observation to 

furnish materials for half a dozen novel^ of the ordinary kind." — Saturday Review. 
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LINTON'S (Mrs.) JOSHUA DAVIDSON, CHRISTIAN AND 
COMMUNIST. Sixth Edition, with a New Preface. Small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 41. 6d. 

** In a short and vigorous preface, Mrs. Linton defends her notion of the logical 
outcome of Christianity as emoodied in this attempt to conceive how Christ would 
have acted, with whom He would have fraternised, and wh« would have decUned to 
receive Him, lu4 He appeared in the present generation." — Examiner. 

LONDON. —WILKINSON'S LONDINA ILLUSTRATAj or, 

Graphic and Historical Illustrations of the most Interesting and Curious Archi- 
tectural Monuments of the City and Suburbs of London and Westminster (now 
mostly destroyed). Two Vols., imperial 4to, containing 207 Copperplate En- 
gravings, with historical and descriptive Letterpress, half-bound morocco, top 
edges gilt, ;^5 5*. 

•»• An enumeration of a few of the Plates will give some idea of the scofe of 
the Work : — St. Bartholomew's Church, Cloisters, and Priory, in 1393 ; St. Michael's, 
Comhill, in X431 ; St. Paul's Cathedral and Cross, in 1616 and 1656 ; St John's of 
Jerusalem, Clerkenwell, x66o ; Bunyan's Meeting House, in 1687; Guildhall, in 
1517 ; Cheapside and its Cross, in 1547, 1585, and 1641 : Comhill, in 1599 ; Merchant 
Taylors' Hall, in 1599 ; Shakespeare's Globe Theatre, in 1612 and 1647 ; Alleyne's 
Bear Garden, in 1614 and 1647 ; Drury Lane, in 1792 and 18x4 ; Covent Garden, in 
1733, Z7^4> suid x8o9 ; Whitehall, in 1638 and 1697 ; York House, with Ini^o Jones's 
Water Gate, circa 1626 ; Somerset House, previous to its alteration b^ Inigo Jones, 
circa 1600 : St James's Palace, 1660 ; Montagu House (now the British Museum) 
before 1685, and in 1804. 

LONGFELLOW'S PROSE WORKS, Complete. With Portrait 
and Illustrations by Valentine Bromley. 800 pages, crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 
7*. td. 

*»• This is by far the most complete edition ever issued in this country.. 
**Outre-Mer*' contains t7vo additional chapters, restored from the first edition i 
while '• The Poets and Poetry of Europe y** and the little collection of Sketches 
entitled ** Driftwood^'' are now first introduced to the English public. 

LOST BEAUTIES OP THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. An 

Appeal to Authors, Poets, Clergymen, and Public Speakers. By Charles 
Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6*. (>d. 

LOTOS LEAVES : Original Stories, Essays, and Poems, by Wilkie 
Collins, Mark Twain, Whitelaw Rbid, John Hay, Noah Brooks, John 
Brougham, P. V. Nasby, Isaac Bromley, and others. Profusely Illustrated by 
Alfred Fredericks, Arthur Lumley, John La Fargb, Gilbert Burling, 
George White, and others. Crown 4to, handsomely bound, cloth extra, gilt and 
gilt edges, 2if. 

•*A very comely and pleasant volume, produced by general contribution of a 
literary club in New York, which has some kindly relations with a similar coterie in 
London. A livre de luxe, splendidly illustrated. — Daily Telegraph. 

TyTACLISE'S GALLERY OP ILLUSTRIOUS LITERARY 
•*•'■* CHARACTERS. (The famous Fraser Portraits.) With Notes by the 
late William Maginn, LL.D. Edited, with copious additional Notes, by Wil- 
liam Bates, B.A. The volume contains 83 Characteristic Portraits, now- 
first issued in a complete form. Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 31J. 6d. 

"One of the most interesting volumes of this year's literature.*' — Times. 

"Deserves a place on every drawing-room table, and may not unfitly be remoTcd 
from the drawing-room to the library. — Spectator. 

MADRE NATURA versus THE MOLOCH OP FASHION. 
By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Fourth Edition, 
revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt, ^s. 6d. 

** Agreeably written and amusingly illustrated. Common sense and erudition are 
brought to bear on the subjects discussed in it." — Lancet. 
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ICAQNA CHART A. An exact Facsimile of the Original Docn- 

ment in the British Museum, printed on fine plate paper, neariy 3 feet long by 
3 feet wide, with the Arms and Seals of the Barons emblazoned in Gold and 
Colours. Price 5i. 

A fiill Translation, ti-ith Notes, printed on a large sheet, price 6</. 

MANTELL'S PICTORIAIi ATT, AS OF FOSSIL KEMAIK8. 

With Additions and Descriptions. 4to, 74 Coloured Plates, cloth extra, y.s. 6d. 

AUTHOR'S CORRECTED EDITION. 

MARK TWAIN'S CHOICE WORKS. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
700 pages, cloth extra, gilt, ts. 6d. 

MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP on the CONTINENT 

of EUROPE. With Frontispiece, seepages, illust. boards, fs.\ cloth extra, sts.6d, 

MARRYAT'S (Florence) New Novel, OPEN! SESAME! in 

Three Vols., crown 8vo, 31;. 6d. At all Libraries and at the Booksellers*. 

" A story which arouses and sustains the reader's interest to a higher degree than, 
perhaps, any of its author's former works. ... A very excellent story." — Graphic. 

MARSTON'S (Dr. WesUand) DRAMATIC and POETICAL 
WORKS. Collected Library Edition, in Two Vols., crown 8vo. [/« tkc Press. 

MARS TON'S (Philip Bourke) POEMS. 

SONG TIDE, and other Poems. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, Zs. 

** This is a first work of extraordinary performance and of still more extraordinary 
promise. The youngest school of English poetry has received an important acces- 
sion to its ranks in Philip Bourke Msirston."— Examiner. 

ALL IN ALL : Poems and Sonnets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

" Many of these poems are leavened with the leaven of genuine poetical sentiment, 
and expressed with grace and beauty of language. A tender melancholy, as well as 
a penetrating pathos, gives character to much of their sentiment, and lends it an 
irresistible interest to sill who can feel." — Standard. 



MAXWELL'S LIFE OF THE DTJKE OF WELLINGTON. 

Three Vols., 8vo, with numerous highly finished Line and Wood Engravings by 
Eminent Artists. Cloth extra, gilt, £1 "js. 

MAYHEW'S LONDON CHARACTERS: Illustrations of the 
Humour, Pathos, and Peculiarities of London Life. By Henry Mayhew, 
Author of " London Labour and the London Poor," and other Writers. With 
nearly 100 graphic Illustrations by W. S. Gilbert and others. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. 

" Well fulfils the promise of its title. . . The book is an eminendy interesting 
one, and will probably attract many readers."— CM»r/ Circular. 

MEMORIALS OF MANCHESTER STREETS. By Richard 

WjiiGHT Pkoctkr. With an Appendix, containing " The Cheetham Library,** 
by Jamrs Crossi.kv, F.S.A.; and "Old Manchester and its Worthies," b^ Jambs 
Ckoston, F.S.A. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Photographic Frontispiece and 
numerous Illustrations, tss. 

MEYRICK'S ENGRAVED ILLUSTRATIONS OP ANCIENT 
ARMS AND ARMOUR. 154 highly finished Etchings of the Collection at 
Goodrich Court, Herefordshire, engraved by Joseph Skelton, with Historical 
antl Critical Disquisitions by Sir S. R. Mbyrick. Two Vols., imperial 4to, with 
Portrait, half*morocco extra, gilt edges, £4^ 14;. 6d. 
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METRICK'S PAINTED ILLUSTRATIONS OP ANCIENT 
ARMS AND ARMOUR : A Critical Inquiry into Ancient Armour as it existed 
in Europe, but particularly in England, from the Norman Conquest to the Reign of 
Charles II. ; with a Glossary, by Sir S. R. Mbyrick. New and greatly improved 
Edition, corrected throughout by the Author, with the assistance of Albert Way 
and others. Illustrated by more than xoo Plates, splendidly Illuminated in gold 
and silver ; also an additional Plate of the Tournament of Locks and Keys. Three 
Vols., imperial 4to, half-morocco extra, gilt edges, £xo xos. 

" >^hile the splendour of the decorations of this work is well calculated to excite 
curiosity, the novel character of its contents, the very curious extracts from the rare 
MSS. in which it abounds, and the pleasing manner in which the author's anti- 
quarian researches are prosecuted, will tempt many who take up the book in idleness, 
to peruse it with care. No previous work can be compared, in point of extent, 
arrangement, science, or utility, with the one now in question, ist. It for the first 
time supplies to our schools of art, correct and ascertained data for costume, in its 
noblest and most important branch—historical painting. 2nd. It affords a simple, 
clear, and most conclusive elucidation of a great number of passages in our great 
dramatic poets — ay, and in the works of those of Greece and Rome — against which 
commentators and scholiasts have been trying their wits for centuries. 3rd. It 
throws a flood of light upon the manners, usages, and sports of our ancestors, from 
the time of the Anglo-Saxons down to the reign of Charles the Second. And lastly, 
it at once removes a vast number of idle traditions and ingenious fables, which one 
compiler of history, copying from another, has succeeded in transmitting through 
the lapse of four or five hundred years. 

" It is not often the fortune of a painful student of antiquity to conduct his readers 
through so splendid a succession of scenes and events as those to which Dr. Meyrick 
here successively introduces us. But he does it with all the ease and gracefulness 
of an accomplished cicerone. We see the haughty nobles and the impetuous knights 
— we^ are present at their arming — assist them to their shields — enter the well- 
appointed lists with them — and partake the hopes and fears, the perils, honours, and 
successes of the manly tournaments. Then we are presented to the glorious damsels, 
all superb and lovely, in ' velours and clothe of golde and dayntie devyces, bothe in 
pearls and emerawds, sawphires and dymondes,'— and the banquet, with the serving 
men and bucklers, servitors and trenchers — kings and queens — ^pageants, &c &c. 
We feel as if the age of chivalry had returned in all its glory ." —EaifUturgh Review. 

MILLINGEN'S ANCIENT INEDITED MONUMENTS; 
comprising Painted Greek Vases, Statues, Busts, Bas-Reliefs, and other Remains 
of Grecian Art. 62 beautiful Engravings, mostly Coloured, with letterpress 
descriptions. Imperial 4to, half-morocco, £4 x^s. td. 

MILTON'S COMPLETE WORKS, Prose and Poetical. \Vith an 
Introductory Essay by Robert Fletcher. Imperial 8vo, with Portraits, cloth 
extra, 15^. 

" It is to be regretted that the prose writings of Milton should, in our time, be so 
little read. As compositions, they deserve the attention of every man who wishes to 
become acquainted with the full power of the English language. They abound 
with passages compared with which the finest declamations of Burke sink into 
insignificance. They are a perfect field of cloth of gold. The style is stiff with 
gorgeous embroidery. Not even in the earlier books of the ' Paradise Lost \ has the 
great poet ever risen higher than in those parts of his controversial works in which 
his feelings, excited by conflict, find a vent in bursts of devotional and lyric rapture. 
It is^ to borrow his own majestic language, ' a sevenfold chorus of hallelujahs and 
harping symphonies.'" — Macau lav. 

MONTAGU'S (Lady Mary Wortley) LETTERS AND WORKS. 

Edited by Lord Wharncliffb. With important Additions and Corrections, 
derived from the Original Manuscripts, and a New Memoir. Two Vols., 8vo, 
with fine Steel Portraits, cloth extra, i%s. 

" I have heard Dr. Johnson say that he never read but one book through from 
choice in his whole life, and that book was Lady Mary Wortley Montagu's 
Letters."— Boswell. 
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MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTIONS OP THE WEST INDIES, 

from the Earliest Date, with Genealogical and Historical Annotations, &c.. (rom 
Original. Local, and other Sources. Illustrative of the Histories and Genealo> 
ffies of the Seventeenth Century, the Calendars of State Papers, Peerages, and 
Baronetages. With Engravings of the Arms of the Principal Families. Chiefly 
collected on the spot by Capt. J. H. Lawrence-Archbr. Demy 4to, haJf- 
Roxburghe, gilt top, 42^. 

MOSES' ANTIQUE VASES, Candelabra, Lamps, Tripods, Paterse, 
Ta2zas, Tombs, Mausoleums, Sepulchral Chambers, Cinerary Urns. ^r(5bphagi, 
Cippi, and other Ornaments. 170 Plates, several of which are coloured ; with 
historical and descriptive Letterpress by Thos. Hope, F.A.S. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, x&r. 

MUSES OP MAYPAIR : Vers de Sociele of the Nineteenth Cen- 
tury. Including Selections from Tennyson, Browning, Swinburne, Rossetti, 
iEAN Ingklow, Locker, Ingoldsdy, Hood, Lytton, CSC, Landor, Austin 
)OBSON, Henry Leigh, &c., &c. Edited by H. Cholmondelby-Pennell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, 7;. td. 

JTAPOLEON III., THE MAN OP HIS TIME. From Carica- 

•^^ tures. Part L The Story of the Life of Napoleon IIL, as told by J. M. 

Haswell. Part II. The Same Story, as told by the Popular Caricatures 

of the past Thirty-five Years. Crown 8vo, with Coloured Frontispiece and orer 

100 Caricatures, 7^ . td. 

NATIONAIi GALLERY (The). A Selection from its Pictures. 
By ClaudeJ Rembrandt, Cuvp, Sir David Wilkie, Correggio, Gainsborough, 
Canaletti, Vandyck, Paul Veronese, Cakacci, Rubens, N. and G. Pous- 
siN, and other great Masters. Engraved by George Doo, John Burnett, 
Wm. Finden, John and Henry Le Kkux, John Pye, Walter Bromley, and 
others. With descriptive Text. Columbier 4to, cl. extra, full gilt and gilt edges, 42;. 

NEWTON'S (Rev. John) WOR^S. With Life by the Rev. 
Richard Cecil, and Introduction by T. Cunningham. Imperial 8vo, with 
Portrait, cloth extra, xis. 

NICHOLSON'S FIVE ORDERS of ARCHITECTURE (The 
Student's Instructor for Drawing and Working the). Demy 8vo, with 41 Plates, 
cloth extra, 5^ . 

OLD BOOKS— FACSIMILE REPRINTS, 

ARMY LISTS OF THE ROUNDHEADS AND CAVALIERS 
IN THE CIVIL WAR, 1642. Second Edition, Corrected and considerably 
Enlarged, Edited, with Notes and full Index, by Edward Peacock, F.S.A. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7;. 6d, 

D'URFEY'S (*' Tom") WIT AND MIRTH ; or/ PiLLS TO Purge 
Melancholy. Being a Collection of the best Merry Ballads and Songs, Old 
and New. Fitted to all Humours, having each their proper Tune for either 
Voice or Instrument ; most of the Songs being new set. London : Printed by 
W. Pearson, for J. Tonson, at Shakespeare's Head, over against Catherine 
Street in the Strand^ 1719. An exact reprint. In Six Vols., large fcap. 8to, 
printed on antique laid paper, antique boards, £-i is. 

EARLY NEWS SHEET.— The Russian Invasion of Poland in 
1563. (Memorabllis et perinde stupenda de cnideli Moscovitarum Expedi- 
tione Narratio, e Germanico in Latinum conversa.) An exact facsimile of a 
contemporary account, with Introduction, Historical Notes^and full Translation. 
Large leap. 8vo, antique paper, half-Roxburghe, 7^. 6d. 

ENGLISH ROGUE (The), described in the Life of Meriton 
Latroon, and other Extravagants, comprehending the most Eminent Cheats 
of both Sexes. By Richard Head and Francis Kirkman. A Facsimile 
Reprint of the rare Original Edition (1665-1672), with Frontispiece, Facsimiles 
of the 12 Copper-plates, and Portraits of the Authors. In Four Vols., large fcap. 
8vo, printed on antique laid paper, and bound in antique boards, 36^. 
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OLD BOOKS— continued. 

HOGG'S JACOBITE RELICS OF SCOTLAND : The Songs, 
Airs, and Legends of the Adherents to the House of Stuart. Collected and Illus- 
trated by James Hogg. Two Vols.,demy 8vo. Original Edition. Cloth extra, 28*. 

IRELAND P9RGERIES.— Confessions of William Henry 

Ireland. Containing the Particulars of his Fabrication of the Shakespeare 
Manuscripts : together with Anecdotes and Opinions (hitherto unpublished) of 
many Distinguished Persons in the Literary, Political, and Theatrical. World. 
A Facsimile Reprint from the Original Edition, with several additional Fac- 
similes. Fcap. 8vo, printed on antique laid paper, and bound in antique boards, 
\os 6d. ; a few Large Paper Copies, at azj. 

JOE MILLER'S JESTS : The politest Repartees, most elegant 
Bon -Mots, and most pleasing short Stories in the English Language. London : 
printed by T. Read. 1739. A Facsimile of the Original Edition. 8vo, half- 
morocco, 9*. 6d. 

LITTLE LONDON DIRECTORY OP 1677. The Oldest Printed 
List of the Merchants and Bankers of J<ondon. Reprinted from the Rare Original, 
with an Introduction by John Camden Hotten. i6mo, binding after the 
original, 6s. 6d. 

MUSARUM DELICIiE ; or, The Muses' Recreation, 1656; Wit 
Restored, 1658 ; and Wit's Recreations, 1640. The whole compared with the 
Originals. With all the Wood Engravings, Plates, Memoirs, and Notes. A New 
Edition, in Two Vols., large fcap. 8vo, printed on antique laid paper, and bound ia 
antique boards, 21J. 

MYSTERY OP THE GOOD OLD CAUSE. Sarcastic Notices 
of those Members of the Long Parliament that held Places, both Civil and 
Military, contrary to the Self-denying Ordinance of April 3, 1645 ; with the Sums 
of Money and Lands they divided among themselves. Sm. 4to, half-morocco, 7^ . td. 

RUMP (The) or, An Exact Collection of the Choicest Poems and 
Songs relating to the late Times, and continued by the most eminent Wits ; fro» 
Anno 16^9 to 1661. A Facsimile Reprint of the rare Original Edition (London, 
1662), with Frontispiece and Engraved Title-page. In Two Vols., large fcap. 
8vo, printed on antique laid paper, and bound in antique boards, 17.^. td. 



OLD DRAMATISTS. 

BEN JONSON'S WORKS. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. 
Complete in Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portrait, 6*. each. 

CHAPMAN'S (George) COMPLETE WORKS. Now first 
Collected. In Three Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, with two Frontispieces, price 
x8f. ; or, separately, dr. per vol. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, including 
the doubtful ones ; Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introduc- 
tory Essay by Algernon Charles Swinburne; Vol. III. the Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt, with Portrait, price 6*. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of Wm. Gifford. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of " Believe as You List." Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portrait, price 6*. 



QLD SHEKARRY*S FOREST AND FIELD : Life and Adven- 
^^ ture in Wild Africa. With 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6*. 
OLD SHEKARRY'S WRINKLES ; or, Hints to Sportsmen and 

Travellers upon Dress, Equipment, Armament, and Camp Life. A New Edition, 

with Illustrations. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 
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ORIGINAL LISTS OF PERSONS OF QUALITT; EmigTaatB; 
iUliKKiU^ Kxilcft; PoUucal Rebels; Serrtog Men Sold <br a Term oT Years; 
Apprentice* ; ChiMreo Stolen ; Maidens Pressed ; and others who went from 
Ocat Britain to the American Plantations, 1600-1^00. From MSS, m Her 
Majesty'* Public Record OflSce. Edited by Johx Camdex Hottes. Crown 
4io. cloth fftit, 700 pages, 3^ ; Large Paper Copies, half-morocco, 6of. 
' This vofijme is an English Family Record, and as such may be commended to 

English families, and the descendants of English families, wfaererer they^ ezist." — 

Acadtmy, 

aSIIAUCHNESSY'S (Arthur) POEMS. 

AN EPIC OP WOMEN, and other Poems. Second Edition. 

Fcap. tvo, cloth extra, 6/. 
LAYS OP PRANCE. (Founded on the "Lays of Marie.") 
Second Edition. Crown 8to, cloth extra, xor. (id, 

MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT: Poems and Songs. Fcap. 8vo, 

•loth extra, 7/. (jd. 

*' It is difficult to say which is more exquisite, the technical perfection of structure 
•nd m«lody, or the delicate pathos of thought. Mr. O'Shaughnessy will enrich our 
Iterature with some of the very best songs written in our generation.^ — Academy. 



OTTLBY'S FACSIMILES OP SCARCE AND CURIOUS 
PRINTS, bv the Early Masters of the Italian, German, avd Flemish Schools. 
laQ (Copperplate Engravings, illustrative of the History of Engraving, from the 
Invention of the Art (the Niellos printed in Silver). Imperial 4to, half-bound 
morocco, top edges gilt, ;66 6x. 

OUIDA'S NOVELS.— Uniform Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt, price 51. each. 

PoUe Parine. * Held in Bondage ; or, Granville 

Idalla. A Romance. deVigne. 



Ohandoi. A Novel. 
Under Two Plags. 



Puck. His Vicissitudes, Adven- 
tures, &c. 
A Dog of Flanders, and other 



Oeoll Oaitlemaine's Gage. | Stories. 

Trlootrln. The Story of a Waif | Strathmore ; or. Wrought by 
and Stray. his Own Hand. 

PaioarM. Only a Story. j Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

PALEY'S COMPLETE WORKS. Containing the Natural 
* Theology, Moral and Political Philosophy, Evidences of Christianity, Hors 

Pmilinio, Clergynian'i Companion, &c. Demy 8vo, with Portrait, cloth extra, 5^. 
PARKS OP LONDON : Their History, from the Earliest Period 

to the Preiient Time. By Jacob Larwood. With numerous . Illustrations, 

Coloured and Plain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^ . 6</. 

PERCY'S RELIQUES OF ANCIENT ENGLISH POETRY. 

ConNtNting of Old Heroic Ballads, Songs, and other Pieces of our Earlier Poets, 

toffcthor with itome few of later date, and a copious Glossary. Medium 8vo, 

wiln Kngraved Title and Frontispiece, cloth extra, gilt, 5*. 

" The fimt time I could scrape a few shillings together I bought unto myself a 
eopv of thcuc beloved volumes {Percy's Reliques) ; nor do I believe I ever read a 
book half no frequeiuly, or with half the enthusiasm."— Sir W. Scott. 

PLATTNER'S MANUAL OP QUALITATIVE AND QUANTI- 
TATIVE ANALYSIS WITH THE BLOWPIPE. From the last German 
Edition. Revised and enlarged by Prof. Th. Richtbr, Royal Saxon Mining 
Academy. Edited .by T. Hugo Cookeslbv. With numerous Illustnuions. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, sxj. 
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PLUTARCH'S LIVES, Complete. Translated by the Lang- 
HORNE.S. New Edition, with Medallion Portraits. In Two Vols.^ 8vo, cloth 
extra, xos. 6d, 

POE'S (Edgar Allan) CHOICE PROSE AND POETICAL 
WORKS. With Baudelaire's " Essay." 750 pages, crown 8vo, Portrait and 
Illustrations, cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 

PRACTICAL ASSAYER : A Guide to Miners and Explorers. 
Giving directions, in the simplest form, for assaying bulli9n and the baser metals 
by the cheapest, quickest, and best methods. By Oliver North. With Tables 
and Illustrative Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 

PRIVATE BOOK OP USEFUL ALLOYS AND MEMO- 
RANDA FOR GOLDSMITHS AND JEWELLERS. By James E. Collins, 
C.E. Royal i6mo, 3^. 6d. 

PROUT, FATHER.— THE FINAL RELIQUES OF FATHER 
PROUT. Collected and edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the Rev. 
Francis Mahony, by Blanch ard Jerrold. With Portrait and Fac- 
similes. [/« the Press. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. By H. Cholmondeley-Pennell. Pro- 
fusely illustrated by John Leech, H. K. Browne, Sir NofeL Paton, J. E. 
MiLLAis, John Tenniel, Richard Doyle, Ellen Edwards, and other Artists. 
Seventh Edition, crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, price 5* . 
** The book is clever and amusing, vigorous and healthy." — Saturday Review^ 

PUGIN'S ARCHITECTURAL WORKS, 

APOLOGY FOR THE REVIVAL OF CHRISTIAN AROHI- 

TECTURE. With 10 large Etchings. Small 4to, cloth extra, 5*. 

EXAMPLES OF GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE, selected from 
Ancient Edifices in England. 225 Engravings by Le Kbux, with descriptive 
Letterpress by E. J. Willson Three Vols., 410, cloth extra, ^3 xy. 6d. 

FLORIATED ORNAMENTS. 31 Plates in Gold and Colours, 
royal 4to, half-morocco, tooled back and sides, £1 16s. 

GOTHIC ORNAMENTS. 90 Plates, by J. D. Harding and 

others. Royal 4to, half-bound, £i 16s. 

ORNAMENTAL TIMBER GABLES. 30 Plates. Royal 4to, 
cloth extra, iBs. 

SPECIMENS OF GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE, from Ancirat 
Edifices in England. 114 Outline Plates by Le Keux and others. With descrip- 
tive Letterpress and Glossary by E. J. Willson. Two Vols., 4tP, cloth extra* 
£1 16s. 

TRUE PRINCIPLES OF POINTED OR CHRISTIAN 
ARCHITECTURE. With 87 Illustrations. Small 4to, cloth extra, xos. 6d. 

PUNIANA ; or, Thoughts Wise and Other- Why's. A New CoUec- 
tion of Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c. In Two Series, each containin 
3000 of the best Riddles, 10,000 most outrageous Puns, and upwards of fifty 
beautifully-executed Drawings by the Editor, the Hon, Hugh Rowley. Price 
of each Volume, in small 410, blue and gold, gilt edges, 6*. EacA Series 
Complete in itself. 
*' A witty, droll, and most amusing work, profusely and elegantly illustrated." — 

Standard. 

PURSUIVANT OF ARMS (The) ; or, Heraldry founded upon 
Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of Heraldry. By J. R. Planch^, Esq., 
Somerset Herald. To which are added. Essays on the Badges of the Houses 
OF Lancaster and York. With Coloured Frontispiece, five full-page Plates, 
and about 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt; 7^ . 6d^ 
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SlUEENS AND KINGS, AND OTHER THINGS : A Rare 
I and Choice Collection of Pictures, Poetry, and strange but veritable Histories, 
esigned and written bv the Princess Hbssb-Schwarzbourg. Imprinted in gold 
and many colours by the Brothers Dalzikl, at their Camden Press. Imperial 
4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, £\ is, 

T>ABEIiAIS' WORKS. Faithfully translated from the French, 
^^ with variorum Notes, and numerous Characteristic Illustrations by GusTAva 
DoR& Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 700 pages, 7^. 6^/. 

READE'S (Winwood) THE OUTCAST. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 55. 

*' He relaxed his mind in his leisure hours by the creation of a new religion." — 
Standard. 

*' A work of very considerable power, written with great pathos and evident 
earnestness. " — A thenatum. 

REMARKABLE TRIALS AND NOTORIOUS CHARACTERS. 

From " HaIf>Hanged Smith," 1700, to Oxford, who shot at the Queen, 1840. By 
Captain L. Benson. With nearly Fifty spirited lull-page Engravings by Phiz. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^ . 6d. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S REFLECTIONS ft MORAL MAXIMS. 
With Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve, and Explanatory Notes. Royal 
x6mo, cloth extra, is. 6d, 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY ; or, A List of the Principal Warriors 
who came over from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a. d. 1066-7. Printed on fine plate Jpaper, nearly three feet by two, with 
the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Pnce 5; . 

ROLL OF CAERLAVEROCK, the Oldest Heraldic Roll ; including 
the Original Anglo-Norman Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the 
British Museum. By Thomas Wright, M.A. The Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. In 410, very handsomely printed, extra gold cloth, laj. 

ROMAN CATHOLICS IN THE COUNTY OF YORK IN 1604 
(A LIST OF). Transcribed from the MS. in the Bodleian Library, and Edited, 
with Notes, by Edward Peacock, F.S.A. Small 4to, cloth extra, 15J. 

ROSCOE'S LIFE AND PONTIFICATE OF LEO THE 
TENTH. Edited by his Son, Thomas Roscoe. Two Vols., Svo, with Portraits 
and numerous Plates, cloth extra, iZs. {^New Edition preparing. 

*«* Also, an Edition in One Vol., i6mo, cloth extra, price 3^. 

ROSCOE'S LIFE OF LORENZO DE' MEDICI, called " The 
Magnificent." A New and much improved Edition. Edited by his Son, 
Thomas Roscoe. Demy Svo, with Portraits and numerous Plates, clodi extra, 9^. 

ROSS'S (C. H.) STORY OF A HONEYMOON. With numerous 
Illustrations by the Author. Fcap. Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

OALA (George Augustus) ON COOKERY IN ITS HISTO- 

^^ RICAL ASPECT. With very numerous Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 4to, cloth extra, gilt. ^In preparation. 

SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS. 
SANSON FAMILY, Memoirs of the, compiled from Private Docu- 
ments in the possession of the Family (1688-1847), by Henri Sanson. Translated 
from the French, with an Introduction by Camille Barr&re. Two Vols., Svo, 
cloth extra. [/« the Press. 

*«• Sanson ivas the hereditary French executioner^ who officiated at the decapita- 
tion of Louis XVI. 

SCHOLA ITALICA ; or, Engravings of the finest Pictures in the 
Galleries at Rome. Imperial folio, with 40 beautiful Engravings after Michaxi. 
Angelo, Raphael, Titian, Caracci, Guido, Parmigiano, &c, by Volpato 
and others, half-b«und morocco extra, ^s i%s. td. 
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SCHOOL LIFE AT WINCHESTER COLLEGE ; or, The Re- 

miniscences of a Winchester Junior. By the Author of ** The Log of the Water 
Lily;" and "The Water Lily on the Danube.** Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, gilt, 
with fuli-page Coloured Illustrations, 7^. 6d. 

SCHOPENHAUER'S THE WORLD AS WILL AND IMA- 
GINATION. Translated by Dr. Franz Huffer, Author of " Richard Wagner 
and the Music of the Future " [/» ^eparatiim, 

SCOTT'S COMMENTARY ON THE HOLY BIBLE. With 
the Author's Last Corrections, and beautiful Illustrations and Maps. Three Vols., 
imperial 8vo, cloth extra, £,\\ts. 

*' SECRET OUT" SERIES. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, price 4*. 6d. each. 

ART OP AMUSING. A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By Frank Bellbi^'. 300 Illustrations. 

HANKY-PANKY : Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult Tricks, White 
Magic, Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illustrations. 

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK : Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All from Actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. 200 Illustrations. 

MAGIC NO MYSTERY: Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., 
with fully descriptive Directions. Numerous Illustrations. [In the Press. 

MERRY CIRCLE (The) : A Book of New Intellectual Games and 
Amusements. By Clara Bellew. Numerous Illustrations. 

SECRET OUT : One Thousand Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." 
By W. H. Crembr. 300 Engravings. 

SEYMOUR'S (Alfred) HUMOROUS SKETCHES. 86 Qever 

and Amusing Caricature Etchings on Steel, with Letterpress Commentary by 
Alfred Crowquill. A New Edition, with Biographical Notice, and Descrip- 
tive List of Plates. Royal Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 15J. 

SHAKESPEARE.— THE FIRST POLIO. Mr. William Shake- 
speare's Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Orig^inal Copies. Lond., Printed by Isaac Iacgaro and Edward Blount. 
1623. — An exact Reproduction of the extremely rare Original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — thus ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detaiL 
Svo, antique binding. [/» the Press. 

SHAKESPEARE.— THE LANSDOWNE EDITION. Beauti- 
fully printed in red and black, in small but very clear tyi)e. Past Svo, with 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's Portrait, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, i-p. ; or, 
illustrated by 37 beautiful Steel Plates, after Stotmard, cloth extra, gilt, gilt 
edges, i&r. 

SHAW'S ILLUMINATED WORKS. 

ALPHABETS, NUMERALS, AND DEVICES OP THE 

MIDDLE AGES. Selected from the finest existing Specimens. 4to, 48 Plates 
(26 Coloured), £2 2s. : Large Paper, imperial 410, the Coloured Plates very highly 
finished and heightened with Gold, £^ 4J. [New Edition pre^ring. 

ANCIENT FURNITURE, drawn from existing Authorities. With 
Descriptions by Sir S. R. Meyrick. 4to, 74 Plates, half-morocco, £,x \xs. 6d.; or, 
with some Plates Coloured, 410, half-morocco, ;C 2 2J. ; Large Paper Copies, imperial 
4to, all the Plates extra finished in opaque Colours, half-morocco extra, £4 14J. 6d. 

DECORATIVE ARTS OP THE MIDDLE AGES. Exhibiting, 
in 41 Plates and numerous beautiful Woodcuts, choice Specimens of the rarious 
kinds of Ancient Enamel, Metal Work, Wood Carvings, Paintings on Stained 
Glass, Venetian Glass, Initial Illuminations, Embroidery, Fictile Ware, Book- 
binding, &c. ; with elegant Initial Letters to the various Descriptions. Imperial 
Svo, h^-morocco extra, £1 Ss. 
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SHA \V*S ILL UMINA TED WORKS^continued. 

DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE IN ENGLAND during the 
Reign of Queen Elizabeth, as exemplified in Mr Palmer's House at Great 
Yarmouth. Imperial 410, 43 Plates of Architectural Ornament, and Portrait, half- 
morocco, ^\ i6s. ; or India Proofs, half-morocco extra, £2 Ss. 

DRESSES AND DECORATIONS OF THE MIDDLE AGES, 

from the Seventh to the Seventeenth Centuries. 94-Plates, beautifully Coloured, 
a profusion of Initial Letters, and Examples of Curious Ornament, with Historical 
Introduction and. Descriptive Text. Two Vols., imperial 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 

ELIZABETHAN ARCHITECTURE (DETAILS OP). With 
Descriptive Letterpress by T. Moule, 4to, 60 Plates, half-morocco, £1 5^.; Lai^e 
Paper, imperial 4to, several of the Plates Coloured, half-morocco, £2 12s. 6d. 

BNCYCLOP.fflDIA OP ORNAMENT. Select Examples from the 
purest and best Specimens of all kinds and all A^es; 4to, 59 Plates, half-morocco, 
£1 IS. ; Large Paper Copies, imperial 4to, with all the Plates Coloured, half- 
morocco, £2 12s. (hi. 

ILLUMINATED ORNAMENTS OP THE MIDDLE AGES, 

from the Sixth to the Seventeenth Century. Selected from Missals, MSS., and 
early printed Books. 66 Plates, carefully coloured from the Originals, with 
Descriptions by Sir F. Madden, Keeper of MSS., Brit. Mus. 4to, half-Rox- 
burghe, £2 x^s. 6d. ; Large Paper Copies, the Plates finished with opaque 
Colours and illuminated with Gold, imperial 4to, half-Roxburghe, £7 js, 

LUTON CHAPEL : A Series of 20 highly- finished Line Engravings 
of Gothic Architecture and Ornaments. Imperial folio, India Proofs, half- 
morocco, £2 Bs. 

ORNAMENTAL METAL WORK : A Series of 50 Copper-plates 
several Coloured. 4 to, half-morocco, x8s. 



SHAW AND BRIDGENS' DESIGNS POR PURNITURE, with 
Candelabra and Interior Decoration. 60 Plates, royal 410, half-morocco, £1 is. 
Large Paper, imperial 4to, the Plates Coloured, half-morocco, £2 Bs. 

SHELLEY'S EARLY LIPE. From Original Sources. With 
Curious Incidents, Letters, and Writings, now First Collected. By D. F. 
MacCarthy. Crown 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

SHERIDAN'S COMPLETE WORKS, with Life and Anecdotes. 

Including his Dramatic Writings, printed from the Original Editions, his Works 
in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection 
of Sheridaniana. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page tinted Illustra- 
tions, 7* . 6d. 

*' Whatever Sheridan has done, has been, /ar excelicnce^ always the Best of its 
kind. He has written the best comedy (School for Scandal], the ^«/ drama (the 
Duenna), the best farce (the Critic), and the best address (Monologue on Garrick) ; 
and, to crown all, delivered the very best oration (the famous Begum Speech) ever 
conceived or heard in this country." — Byron. 

"The editor has brought together within a manageable compass not only the 
seven plays by which Sheridan is best known, but a collection also of his poetical 
pieces which are less familiar to the public, sketches of unfinished dramas, selections 
from his reported witticisms, and extracts from his principal speeches. To these is 
prefixed a snort but well-written memoir, giving the chief facts in Sheridan's literary 
and political career ; so that with this volume in his hand, the student may consider 
himself tolerably well furnished with all that is necessary for a general compre- 
hension of the subject of it.'*— Pall Mall Gazette, 
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SIQNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Ta* 
verns and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camdbn 
HoTTEN. With nearly 100 Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 8yo, 
cloth extra, 7^ . td, 

"Even if we were ever so maliciously inclined, we could not pick out all Messrs. 
Larwood and Hotten's plums, because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depredation." — The Times. 

SILVESTRE'S UNIVEBSAL PALEOGRAJPHY ; or, A Collec- 
tion of Facsimiles of the Writings of every Age. Containing upwards of 300 large 
and beautifully executed Facsimiles, taken from Missals and other MSS., richly 
Illuminated in the finest style of art. A New Edition, arranged under the direc- 
tion of Sir F. Madden, Keeper of MSS., Brit. Mus. Two Vols., atlas folio, half- 
morocco, gilt, ;C3i t-os. — Also, a Volume of Historical and Descriptive 
Letterpress, by Champollion Figeac and Champoluon, Tun. Translated, 
with additions, by Sir F. Madden. Two Vols., royal 8vo, half-morocco, gilt, 
£% Zs. 

•;^* This is one of the grandest books in the world, and cost nearly twenty thou- 
sand pounds in getting up. The finest possible specimens are given of MSS. in 
every European and Oriental language. The number of reproductions of French^ 
German^ and Italian miniatures is very considerable, while of such languages as 
Greek and Latin many specimens of every centtlry and every style are given. 

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): Etymological, Historical, and 

Anecdotal. An Entirely New Edition, revised throughout, and considerably 
Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. td. 
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We are ^lad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlarged. From a high 
scientific point of view this book is not to be despised. Of course it cannot fail to 
be amusing also. It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humour, and 
oddity, and grotesqueness. In a word, it provides valuable material both for the 
student of language and the student of human nature.'* — Academy. 

** In every way a great improvement on the edition of 1364. Its uses as a dictionary' 
of the very vulgar tongue do not require to be explained." — Notes and Queries. 

** Compiled with most exacting care, and based on the best authorities." — Standard. 

SMITH'S HISTORICAL AND LITERARY CURIOSITIES : 

Containing Facsimiles of Autopjaphs, Scenes of Remarkable Events, Interesting * 
Localities, Old Houses, Portraits, Illuminated and Missal Ornaments, Antiquities, 
&c. 4to, with 100 Plates (some Illuminated), half-morocco extra, £2 $s. 

*,* The Autographs are chiefly of a literary character, and include Letters by 
Coverdale, Sir Christopher Wren, Sir Isaac Newton, Cowley, Pope, Addison, 
Gray, Milton, Prior, Smollett, Sterne, Locke, Bums, Steele, Hume, Dr. John' 
son, Benjamin Franklin, IVilliam Penn, &'c. 

SMITH (Thomas Assheton), REMINISCENCES of the LATE; 

or. The Pursuits of an English Country Gentleman. By Sir J." E. Eardlev 
Wilmot, Bart. New Edition, with Portrait, and plain and coloured Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

SMOKER'S TEXT-BOOK. By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. Exquisitely 
printed from "silver-faced" type, cloth, very neat, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

SOUTH'S (Dr. Robert) SERMONS. With Biographical Memoir, 

Analytical Tables, General Index, &c. Two Vols., royal 8vo, cloth extra, 15*. 

SOUTHEY'S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. Edited by his Son-in- 
Law, J. W. Warter. Second Erdition. Four Vols., medium 8vo, with Portrait, 
cloth extra, £1 10s. 
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S OWmUt rS MANUAI. of OOHCHOLOOT: a Complete 
IxaocaokM xa dbe Scienc e- ESxscnted by t^-J i Us of 650 etched Fismcs of 

ft^ t«c ciurit exsra. f££. ifx. : or, t&e Phases SraiuiftiH y Coio M c d , £x Sf. 

Ti,em rfCtmch»ii^,»cz*^dimgUtJkgp^*atmimdmmmcedstMU9fthtsciemcg, ItveiU 
«cr« r«r jmiri«rf, i«^ AOtf ^ the frr^^irmt, ms m imtk tf rtftrwmce. 

SPECTATOR (The), vith die Origiml Drtfiratinns, Notes, and % 

GcaeraX ladex. Desy fvo» vkk Portais of Ax»ocsov, dotkcxtxa, 9s. 

STEPHENS' BRITISH ENTOMOL06T; or, A Synopsis of 

firinik iMsrrTfc Arraaced a two Kreat Qanes of Hacstsxxata aad Maxdi- 
K.uiTA. Cootifrm tScir Cctric a»d Specifcc DkriTtig»< : wirii ; 
of tbcsr M ecBBorptKMesv TiBes of Ap|»canuKe, Locafides^ Food aad 
Tvc^re To£s.. f to, with xoo bexabfaZj Cbfeved HattSt fcilf ^bumi, ;£8 8«l 
*•* riu ww^ gis^U im m sjitemmmSic f*rtm, dacH^H^ms^ tmtJk grmerie mmd 
sMtriC:, tfMlL the ImmtU mkiJk keeve kixherim item, frmmd im CrtuU Britmim mmd 
' ud: t0 tkrar dncri/tiems mT m /^rmdtd aiemrtdji£mrrs ef semee ef the rmrrr 
mrrr imUrrtSiMS tf^^ciex. mi mell mi imcmBties mmd gemerml meiices tf their /JW 
rrrmemj, mae Umm^ r fh st e s, perimdi m/^^£tt, m$femrmmce, &V. 

- Mr. StqpfaeK' wwk » of ^r ry k^^ cto«ac«av wr m^^ joady say the highest. 

^HTe caawoc. chczexoi^Cv coo strow^iy rcoo^HBCBd itL, ^—jithemetmmLm 

srroTHASsys m onuiiemtaIj effigies of great 

BRITAIX, sriectet! froB ovr Cathedral aad Choiches. With Historical De- 
scHpooa aad l atti o da ctioe. br Jobx Kx3c?b, F-^^A. A Nkv Eomox, with a 
llar^e body of Ad^itkoal Xcces by Jotas Hcvrrr. laipenal 410, oontaxai^ 147 
beaotiMBy fiaished Ecchiacs^ afl tHKcd, aad sane nivanated ia Gold and Coloan, 
ln?f iaiwn>. £9 9*. ; Large Faper, ha lf ■0i utLU, jCi5 15*. [/» the Press. 

" So Eaj&h Sbnry sboold be with o t this innqwe aad iam o t l iai pobGcatioQ. 
Claries Scachard b the aodel which rrery aadqwanaa artist most follov, if he 
wishes to exceL His peacil was always goaded by his wad, and we ^y safely 
assevt that wo oae ever xiaited equal aocancy aad fti^6mz.''—Qautrterij Revirae. 

"' It is owly ia the beantxfbl work oa M mwew tal EUSgies, by Scothavd, that crery- 
*y^^^ has beea doae which &ielity aad taste coald effect." — ^Shav. 

strutt's dresses akd habits of the engush, 

froa ^he EstahEsbMcwt of the Saxows ia Bntaia to the Preseat Tnae. With an 
Historical Iwqoiry iato rrery branch of C mmme , Aadcst aad Af odem. New 
EdidoB, with Explanatory Notes by J. R. PLAXcai. S<»aerset HerakL Two 
VokS^, royal 4to, with 153 EagraTii^s from the saost Aotbeatic Sources, bcanti- 
fuHy Coloored, half-Roxbonsbe, £6 €s. i or ^ht Plates splendidly nhtannated 
ia Stiver and Opaqae Coloan» ia the Jiissal style, half-Roxborjche, £ns xy. 

STRUTT'S REGAI. AKD EOCLESIASTIGAI. ANTIQUITIES 

<^F ENGLAND : Autbcotic Represestatioas of all the English hfooarchs, from 
Edward the Coofessor to Henrj the E^th : widt many Great Penooages eainent 
cader their serend Re^as. New Edition, with critical Notes by J. R. Plakche» 
So^^rset Herald. Roval 410, with -r> Engravings from Mannscripcs. Mona- 
aaentSs &c. beantifoDy Coioored, batf-Roxbarghe, ^^3 3s. ; or the Plates ^lieadidly 
lUvminated ia GoU auad Colours, half-Borocco. Zto lor. 

STUBBS' ANATOMY OF THE HORSE. 24 iine C<^per>plate 
Eogravings 00 a very large scale. Imperial folio, ck>th extra, £1 ts. 

SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS Bj Charles 

Warkex SToroAKD. With Twenty-^ve lUostratioits by Waixis Mackav. 
Oowa Sto. doth, extra gilt, ^s. €d, 

** Tbxs is a vrry aantsing book, and fall of that quiet hnmonr for which the 
Americjms are $0 tomoos. We hav« cot space to enumerate all the picturesque 
descrirttoos, the poetical dkoogbtSs. which have so charmed us in this iiiliiiat ; but we 
recommend our readers to go to the Sonth Seas with Mr. Stoddard in his prettily 
iUostrated and amusinghr m i tt en little book.** — Vmnitj Fair, 
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SYNTAX'S (Dr.) THREE TOURS, in Search of the Picturesque, 
iu Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droll full-page Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEN. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7;. td. 

SWINBURNE'S WORKS. 

THE QUEEN MOTHER AND ROSAMOND. Fcap. 8vo, 5^. 

ATALANTA IN OALYDON. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6x. 

CHASTELARD : A Tragedy. Fcap. 8vo, 75. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. Fcap. Svo, 9^. 

WILLIAM BLAKE : A Oitical Essay. With Facsimile Paint- 
ings, Coloured by Hand, after Drawings by Blake and his Wife. Demy Svo, xts. 

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown Svo, loj. dd, 

BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Second Edition. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, X2f. dd. 

GEORGE CHAPMAN : An Essay. Crown Svo, 7j. 

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS : Dir^e, A Song of Italy, Ode 

ON THE French Republic. Crown Svo, 6j. 
ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown Svo, \2s. 

Also, fcap. Svo, cloth extra, price 3*. 6</. 

ROSSETTI'S (W. M.) CRITICISM UPON SWINBURNE'S 
POEMS AND BALLADS. 

rpAYLOR'S HISTORY OF PLAYING CARDS : Ancient and 

^ Modern Games, Conjuring, Fortune-Telling, and Card Sharping, Gambling 

and Calculation, Cartomancy, Old Gaming- Houses, Card Revels and Blind 

Hookey, Picquet and Vingt-et-un, Whist and Cribba^e, Tricks, &c. With Sixty 

curious Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, pnce 7*. 6rf. 

TAYLOR'S (Jeremy) COMPLETE WORKS. With Biographical 
and Critical Essay. Three Vols., imperial Svo, with Portrait, cloth extra, £,z ss. 

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a pro- 
fusion of Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his 
every-day reading. Large post Svo, with Hundreds of Wood Engravings and 
Five Coloured Plates, now First Published, from Mr. Thackeray's Original 
Drawings, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, 125. 6d. 

**An exceedingly curious and valuable volume, the diverting pages of which are. 
adorned by some six hundred engraved facsimiles of the little caricature sketches 
which the illustrious author of 'Vanity Fair' was perpetually scribbling in the mar- 
gins of books, and on every scrap of paper which came in his way, and which these 
eyes have witnessed him scribbling scores of limes." — ^^ Echoes of the Week** in the 
Illustrated London News, 

THEODORE HOOK'S CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS, with 
his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7J. dd. 
"As a wit and humourist of the highest order his name will be preserved. His 

political songs and jeux d'esfirit will form a volume 0/ sterling and lasting 

attraction."—}. G. Lockhart. 
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THESEUS : A GREEK FAIRY LEGEND. Illustrated, in a 
series of Designs in Gold and Sepia, by John Moyr Smith. With Descriptive 
Text. Oblong folio, price ^s. dd. 

THIERS' HISTORY OP THE CONSULATE AND EMPIRE 
OF FRANCE UNDER NAPOLEON. Roy. 8vo, cloth extra, x^s. 

THIERS' HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

Roy. 8vo, cloth extra, 15J. 

"The History of the French Revolution by Thiers is a celebrated and popular 
book in France — and I believe in Europe. His was, in the highest degree, one of 
that quality of minds which take a marvellous grasp of all things — rapid in the 
acquirement of knowledge— one of those fine and unsullied pages on which so much 
may be written. He set himself to examine into the facts and the men of the Re- 
volution. He inquired into its laws, its orations, its battles, its victories, its defeats. 
War he discussed with the generals— finances with the financiers— diplomacy with the 
diplomatists. Nothing escaped his enthusiastic, persevering, and enlightened 
mmd. It combines the compactness and unity of the book, the order and arrange- 
ment of the journal, the simplicity of the biography, the valuable and minute de- 
tails of the autobiography, and the enthusiasm, the passion, and the indignation of 
the pamphlet. There are in many parts of this great book, whole chapters which 
read as if they had been written with the sword." — Jules Janin, in the Athenaum. 

THORNBURY.— ON THE SLOPES OF PARNASSUS. By 

Walter Thornburv. Illustrated by J. Whistler, John Tenniel, A. F. 
Sandys, W. Small, M.J. Lawless, J. D. Watson, G. J. Pinwell, F. Walker, 
T. Macquoid, }. Lawson, and others. Handsomely printed, crown 4to, cloth 
extra, gilt and gilt edges, 21J. f/« prtparatum. 

TOMBS' ENGLISH ECCENTRICS and ECCENTRICITIES : 

Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures and Fanatic Missions, 
Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. By Tohn Timbs, F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7*. (m. 

" The reader who would fain enjoy a harmless laugh in some very odd company 
might do much worse than take an occasional dip into 'English Eccentrics.' 
Beaux, preachers, authors, actors, monstrosities of the public shows, and leaders of 
religious impostures, will meet him here in infinite, almost perplexing, variety. The 
queer illustrations, from portraits and caricatures of the time, are admirably suited 
to the letterpress." — Graphic. 

TIMES' CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON. With 
Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee Houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Timbs, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, qs. 6d. 

TOURNEUR'S (CyrU) COLLECTED WORKS, including a 
hitherto altogether unknown Series of Sonnets. Edited by J. Churton Collins. 
Post 8vo, antique boards. {.I^J^^^paration. 

TURNER'S (J. M. W.) LIBER FLUVIORUM; or, River 
Scenery of France. 62 highly-finished Line Engravings by Willmore, Goodall 
Miller, Cousens, and other distinguished Artists. With descriptive Letterpress 
by Leitch Ritchie, and Memoir by Alaric A. Watts. Imperial 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, ;Ci "-y- ^' 

TURNER (J. M. W.) and GIRTIN'S RIVER SCENERY. 

20 beautiful Mezzotinto Plates, engraved on Steel by Reynolds, Bromlby 
LuPTON, and Charles Turner, principally after the Drawings of J. M. w! 
Turner. Small folio, in Portfolio, £i iis. 6d. 

TURNER'S (J. M. W.) LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE. 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished b^ his Friends and Fellow-Academi- 
cians. By Walter Thornbury. New Edition, entirely rewritten and added 
to. With numerous Illustrations. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth extra. [/« preparation 
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TURNER GALLERY (The) : A Series of Sixty Engravings from 
the Principal Works of Joseph Mallord William Turner. With a Memoir 
and Illustratii«e Text by Ralph Nicholson Wornum, Keeper and Secretary, 
National Gallery. Handsomely half-bound, India Proofs, royal folio, £\o ; 
Large Paper copies, Artists' India Proofs, elephant folio, ^20. — ^A Descriptive 
Pamphlet will be sent upon application. 

TJTAGABONDIANA ; or, Anecdotes of Mendicant Wanderers 
* through the Streets of London ; with Portraits of the most Remarkable, drawn 
from the Life by John Thomas Smith, late Keeper of the Prints in the British 
Museum. With Introduction by Francis Douce, and Descriptive Text. With 
the Woodcuts and the 33 Plates, from the original Coppers. Crown 4to, half- 
Roxburghe, X2S. 6d. 

VYNER'S NOTITIA.VENATICA: A Treatise on Fox-Hunting, 
the General Management of Hounds, and the Diseases of Dogs ; Distemper and 
Rabies ; Kennel Lameness, &c. By Robert C. Vvner. Sixth Edition, Enlarged. 
With spirited Coloured Illustrations by Alken. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, 21*. 

TXTALPOLE'S (Horace) ANECDOTES OF PAINTING IN 

'' ■ ENGLAND. With some Account of the principal English Artists, and 
incidental Notices of Sculptors, Carvers, Enamellers, Architects, Medallists, En- 
gravers, &c. \Yith Additions by the Rev. James Dallawav. New Edition, 
Revised and Edited, with Additional Notes, by Ralph N. Wornum, Keeper and 
Secretary, National Gallery. Three Vols., 8vo, with upwards of 150 Portraits and 
Plates, cloth extra, £\ js. 

WALPOLE'S (Horace) ENTIRE CORRESPONDENCE. 

Chronologically arranged, with the Prefaces and Notes of Croker, Lord Dover, 
and others ; the Notes of all previous Editors, and Additionial Notes by Peter 
Cunningham. Nine Vols., 8vo, with numerous fine Portraits engraved on 
Steel, cloth extra, £4 is. 
"The charm which lurks in Horace Walpole's Letters is one for which we have 

no term ; and our Gallic neighbours seem to have engrossed both the word and the 

quality — *elles sont piquantes' to the highest degree. If you read but a sentence, 

you feel yourself spell-bound till you have read the \o\vimc.**—Quarigr/y Review. 

WALTON AND COTTON, ILLUSTRATED.— THE COM- 
PLETE ANGLER ; or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : Being a 
Discourse of Rivers, Fish-ponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; 
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, 
K.C.M.G. With the 61 Plate Illustrations, precisely as in Pickering's two-volume 
Edition. Complete in One Volume, large crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7J. 6d. 

WALT WHITMAN'S LEAVES OF GRASS. Complete in One 
thick Volume, 8vo, green cloth, 9*. 

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES L An exact Facsimile 
of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine Signatures of the Regicides, and 
corresponding Seals, on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price aj. 

WARRANT Tp EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OP SCOTS. 
An Exact Facsimile of this important Document, including the Signature of 
Queen Elizabeth and Fstcsimile of the Great Seal, on tinted paper, to imitate the 
Original MS. Price 2s. 

WATERFORD 'ROLL (The). -Illuminated Charter- RoU of 

Waterford, Temp. Richard II. The Illuminations accurately Traced and Coloured 
for the Work from a Copy carefully made by the late Geokge V, Du Nover, Esq., 
M.R.I. A. Those Charters which have not already appeared in print will be 
edited by the Rev. Jamecs Graves, A.B., M.R.I.A. Imperial 410, cloth extra, 
gilt, 36J. {^Nearljf ready. 

WESTWOOD'S PALiEOGRAPHIA SACRA PICTORIA: 

being a Series of Illustrations of the Ancient Versions of the Bible, copied from 
Illumhiated Manuscripts, executed between the Fourth and Sixteenth Centuriae. 
Royal 4to, with 50 beautifully Illuminated Plates, half- bound morocco, £2 ^os. 
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WILD'S ENGLISH CATHEDRALS. Twelve select examples 
of the Ecclesiastical Architecture of the Middle Ages ; beautifully coloured, after 
the Orij^inal Drawings by Chakles Wild. Imperial folio, in portfolio, £j^ 4j. 

WILD'S POREiaN CATHEDRALS. Twelve fine plates, im- 
perial folio, coloured, after the Original Drawings, by Charles Wild. In port- 
folio, £^ 4J. 
*' These splendid plates are unequalled, whether bound as a volume, treasured in 

a portfolio, or framed for universal admiration." — Atheneeunt. 

WILSON'S AMERICAN ORNITHOLOaY ; or, Natural History 
of the Birds of the United States ; with the Continuation by Prince Charles 
LuciAN Bonaparte. New and Enlarged Edition, completed by the 
insertion of above One Hundred Birds omitted in the original Work, and Illus- 
trated by valuable Notes, and Life of the Author, by Sir William Jardinb. 
Three Vols., 8vo, with a fine Portrait of Wilson, and 103 Plates, exhibiting 
nearly four hundred figures of Birds accurately engraved and beautifully coloured, 
half-bound morocco. [/« the Press. 

"The History of American Birds by Alexander Wilson is equal in elegance to the 

most distinguished of our own splendid works on Ornithology."— Cuvikr. 

** This is by far the best edition of the American Ornithology, both on account of 
the beautiful plates and the interesting notes of the editor. Every ornithologist 
must of course possess the work, and he should if possible procure this edition." — 
Neville Wood. 

WILSON'S FRENCH-ENGLISH AND ENGLISH-FRENCH 
DICTIONARY ; containing full Explanations, Definitions, Synonyms, Idioms, 
Proverbs, Terms of Art and Science, and Rules for the Pronunciation of eadi 
Language. Compiled from the Dictionaries of the French Academy, Boybr, 
Chambaud, Garnier, Laveaux, Des Carri^res and Fain, Johnson, and 
Walker. Imperial 8vo, 1,323 closely-printed pages, cloth extra, xs^. 

WONDERFUL CHARACTERS : Memoirs and Anecdotes of 
Remarkable and Eccentric Persons of every Age and Nation. By Henry 
Wilson and James Caulfield. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 61 lull-page 
Engravings, 7J. 6d. 

WRIGHT'S (Andrew) COURT-HAND RESTORED ; or, Stu- 
dent's Assistant in Reading Old Deeds, Charters, Records, &c. Folio, half- 
morocco, TOJ. td. 

WRIGHT'S CARICATURE HISTORY of the GEORGES 
(House of Hanover). With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, 
Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7^. td. 
" Emphatically one of the liveliest of books, as also one of the most interesting. 

Has the twofold merit of being at once amusing and edifying." — Morning Post. 

WRIGHT'S HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE 
GROTESQUE IN ART. LITERATURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINT- 
ING, from the Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, 
M.A., F.S.A. Profusely Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Large post 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 75. (id. 

ENOPHON'S COMPLETE WORKS. Translated into English. 
Demy 8vo, with Steel-plate Portrait, a thick volume of 770 pages, 12*. 

"ANKEE DROLLERIES. Edited, with Introduction, by George 
AuGUSfrs Sala. In Three Parts — the First containing Artemus Ward's 
Book, the Biglow Papers, Orpheus C. Kerr, Jack Downing, and the 
Nasby Papers : the Second containing Artemus Ward's Travels, Hans 
Breitmann, Pkofe.<;sor at the Breakfast Table, the Biglow Papers 
(Part II.), and Josh Billings ; the Third containing Artemus Ward among 
THE Fenians, Autocrat of the Breakfast Tadle, Bret Hartk's Stories, 
The Innocents Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, price tos. 6d. ; or, separately, 3^ 6d. per Vol. 

J. OGDEM and CO., PRINTERS, I72, ST. JOHN STREET, LONDON. 
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